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THE LYRE. 


PART I. 



A FIELD-FLOWER. 

There is a flower, fi little flower, 

With silver crest and ^'olden eye, 

That V cl CO Dies every ch finding hour, 
And weathers every sky* 

The prouder beauties of the field, 

In fiay but quick succession shine. 

Race after race their honours yield, 

They flourish and decline. 

But this small flower, to nature dear, 
While moons uud stars their courses run, 
Wreathes the whole circle of the year, 
Conipaiiioii of the sun. 

I- 

It smiles upon the lap of May, 

To sultry August spreads its charms, 
Lights pale October on bis way, 

AjuJ r>f*renibcT*s 
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The purple heath and golden broom. 

On moory mountains catch the gale, 
O^er lawns the lily sheds perfume, 

The violet in the vale ; 

But this bold floweret climbs the hill. 
Hides in tiic forest, haunts the glen, 
Plays on the margin of the rill. 

Peeps round the fox's den* 

Within the garden's cultured round. 

It shares the sweet carnation's bed; 

And blooms on consecnited ground. 

In honour of the dead. 

The lambkin crops ita crimson gem, 

The wild bee murmurs on its breast, 
The blue-fly bends its pensile stem. 
Light, o'er the skylark's iicst* 

'Tis I*'!ora's page;—in every place, 

In every seasoji fresh and fair, 

It opens witli jiercnnral grace, 

And blossoms every Tvhere. 

On waste and woodland, rock and plain, 
Its humble buds unheeded rise; 

The Rose has but a summer reign— 
The Daisy never dies* 


HONTGOM£HY. 
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^^ALL TKY WOUKS PRAISE THEE, 

0 LORD.” 

When Spring unlocks the flowers, to paint the laugh¬ 
ing soil; 

When Summer’s balmy showers refresh the mower’s 
toil; 

When Winter binds in frosty chains the fallow and 
the flood, 

In God the earth rcjoiccth still, and owns his maker 
good- 

The birds that wake the morning, and those that love 
tile shade; 

The winds that sweep the mountain, or lull the drowsy 
glade; 

The sail that from his amber bower rcjoiceth on his 
way, 

'Ihc moon and stars, iheir Master's name in silent 
pomp diiplay. 

•I 

Shall we, witli reason gifted, expectants of the sky, 

Shall wc, alone mil hank fill, our little praise deny ? 

No : let the year forsake his course, the seasons cease 
to be, 

Thee, Ma^iter, must we always love, anil Saviour, 
honour thee. 

i 

The flowers of Spring may wither, the Iiope of Sum¬ 
mer fade. 

The Autumn droop in Winter, the birtk forsake the 
shade ; 

The winds be lulled—the sun and moon forget their 
old decree, 

But wo in Nature's latest hour, 0 Lord, will cling to 
Thee. IIEBEU* 

B 2 
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THE CUCKOO. 

Hail! beauteous strauger of the grove, 

Tbou messenger of spring ; 

How heaven repairs thy rural scat, 

A]id woods thy welcome sing! 

What time the daisy decks the green, 

Tliy certain voice we hear; 

Hast thou a sUir to guide thy path, 

Or mark tJic rolling year? 

Delightful visitant! with theo 
I hail the time of flowers, 

And hear the sounds of music sweet 
From birds among the bowers* 

The school-boy wandering through the wood 
To pull the primrose gay, 

Starts the ucav voice of spring to hear, 

And imitates thy lay. 

What time the pea puts on its bloom, 

Thou fliest the vocal vale, 

An annual guest in other lands, 

Another spring to luiil, 

tWeet bird, thy bower is ever green, 

' Thy sky is ever clear; 

Thou hast no sorrow in thy soug, 

No winter in thy yc*Lr. 

■ 

Oh ! could I fly, I'd fly with thee, 

W^e *d make, with social Aving, 

Our annual visit o'er iho glohe, 

01 tllr 'i.jiUt/, 
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THE BETTER LAND, 


“I hear thcc speak of the better land, 

Thou calVst its children a happy baud ; 

Mother! oh, where is that radiant shore 
Shall we not seek it and w-oep uo mon; ?— 

Is it where the floxver of the orange blows, 

And the fire-flies glance through the myrtle houghs V 
“Not there, not there, my child!" 

“Is it where the feathery palm-trees rise. 

And tlic date grows ripe under sunny skies ? 

Or midst the green islands of glittering seas, 

Where fragrant forests perfume tlie breeze, 

And strange bright birds on their starry wings, 

Bear tlie rich hues of all glorious tilings 

“Not there, not there, my child!" 

“Is it far away, in some region old, 

Where the river wanders oVr sands of gold ? 

Where the burning rays of the ruby shine. 

And the diamond lights up the secret mine, 

And the pearl gleams forth from tlie coral strand— 
Is it there, sweet Motlier, that better land?” 

“ Not there, not there, my child! 

“ Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy! 

Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy; 

Dreams cannot picture a world sa fair— 

Sorrow and dcatli may not cuter there ; 

Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom, 

For beyond the clouds and beyond the tomb, 

It is there, it is there, my child*” 

MKS* IIEMANS* 
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THE LILY, 

By cool Stloam’s shady rill, 

How sweet the lily ^rows ! 

How sweet the breath beneath the hill 
Of Sharon’s dewy rose ! 

Lo ! such the child whose early feet 
The paths of peace liave trod \ 

Whose secret heart with influence sweet 
Is upward drawn to God! 

By cool Siloani’s shady rill, 

The lily must decay! 

The rose tliat blooms beneath the hill 
Must sliortly fade away* 

And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 
Of man’s maturer a^e, 

Will shake tlic soul wdth sorrow’s pow^cr^ 
And stormy passion’s rage- 

0 Tliou whose infant feet were found 
Within thv ^Father’s slirlne! 

H 

Whoso years with changeless virtue crowned 
Were all alike divine ; 

Dependent on thy bounteous breath, 

We seek thy grace alone, 

[]i childhood, manhood, age and death, 

To keep US still thine own I 


HE HER* 
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WATER. 

Wliat is it til at glitters so clear and screnej 
Or dances m billows so white! 

Ships skimming along on its surface are seen— 

’T is water that glitters so bright. 

Sea-weeds wind about in its cavities wet, 

The pearl-oyster quietly sleeps; 

A thousand fair shells—yellow, amber, and jet; 

And coral glows red iu its deeps. 

When tempests sweep over its hosom serene, 

Like mountains its billows arise, 

The ships now appear to be buried between, 

And now carrie<l up to the skies! 

It gushes out clear from the sides of the hill, 

And sparkles bright down from the steep; 

Then waters the valley and roars through the mill. 
And wanders in many a sweep. 

The clouds blown about in tlie chilly blue sky, 

Vast cisterns of water contain; 

Like snowy white feathers in winter they fly. 

In summer, stream gently in rain. 

^Vhen sim-beams so bright on the falling drops shine, 
'Die rainbow enlivens the sliow'er. 

And glows in the heavens, a beautiful sign. 

That water shall drown us no more. 


A. TAYLOR. 
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AIR. 

4 - 

What is it that winds about over the world, 

' 4 

Spread thin like a covering fair? 

Into each little corner and crevice *tis curled— 
This wonderful fluid is—air. 

In summeris still evening how peaceful it floats, 
When not a leaf moves on the spray; 

And no sound is hoard but the iiigbtitkgale’s notes, 
And merry gnats dancing away< 

llte village bells glide on its bosom serene, 

And steal in sweet Ccidcnce along, 

The shepherd’s soft pipe warbles over the green, 
And tlie cottage girls join in the song^ 

% 

In the forest it tears up the sturdy old oak, 

That many a tempest had known ; 

The tall mountain’s pine into splinters is broke, 
And over tlic precipice blown. 

Pure air, pressing into the curious clay, 

Cave life to these bodies at first; 

And when in the bosom it ceases to play. 

We crumble again to our dust. 

A- TAYLOa. 

A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

See how beneath the moon*heam’s smile. 
Yon little billow heaves its breast, 

And foams and sparkles for awhile, 

And murmuring then subsides to rest: 

Thu^ man, the sport of bliss and care, 

Rises on time’s eventful sea, 

And having swelled a moment there. 

Thus melts into eternity. 
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THE FAITHFUL BIRD. 

The green-lidUse is my summer seat^ 
My shrubs, displaced from that retreat. 
Enjoyed the open air; 

Two goldfinches, whose sprightly song 
Had been their mutual solace long, 
Lived happy prisoners there* 

They sang as blithe as finches sing. 
That flutter loose on golden wing, 

And frolic where they list; 

Strangers to liberty't is true, 

But that delight they never knew, 

And therefore never missed* 

But nature works in every breast. 

With force not easily suppressed: 

And Dick felt some desires, 

Thai, after many an effort vain, 
Instructed him at length to gain 
A pass betw'ccu his wires. 

The open windows seemed to invite 
The freeman to a farewell flight, 

But Tom was still confined; 

And Dick, although bis way was clear. 
Was much too generous and sincere 
To leave his friend behind* 

So settling on his cage, by play, 

And chirp, and kiss, he seemed to say, 
You must not live alone— 

Nor would he quit that chosen stand. 
Till I, with slow and cautious hand, 
l^eturned him to his own. 
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0 ye wlio never taste the joys 
Of friendship, satisfied with noise, 
Fandango,* hall, and rout! 

Blnsli when I tell you how a bird 
A jjTison with a friend preferred. 

To liberty withont. 

COWPER- 


ESTABLISHMENT OF MESSIAIFS 

KINGDOM* 

Behold the mountain of the Lord 
In hitter days shall rise, 

Shall tower above the meaner hills, 

And draw the wondering eyes. 

To this the joyful nations round, 

All tribes and tongues shall flow: 

“ Ascend the hill of God/' they say, 

“ And to his temple go!" 

The beam that shines on Sion's lull 
Shall lighten every land ; 

Tlie King that reigns in Sion's towers, 

Sliall all the world command. 

No strife shall vex Messiah's reign, 

Or mar the peaceful years ; 

To jdoughshares shall they beat their swords, 
To pruning-hooks their spears. 


A Spanisli dance* 


* 
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No longer host encountering host, 

Their millions slain deplore ; 

They hang the useless liclra on high, 
And study war no more* 

Come then, oh come from every land, 

To worship at his shrine, 

And walking in the light of God, 

AVith holy beauty sliinCp 

LOGAIfp 


THE ROSE, 

The rose had been washed, just washed in a shower, 
AVhich Mary to Anna conveyed j 
Tlie plentiful moislure eiieumbercd the flower, 

And weighed down its heautiful head. 

The cup was all filled, and the leaves were all wet. 
And it seemed, to a fanciful view. 

To weep for tlie Inula it had left with regret, 

On the flourishing bush where it grew* 

I hastily seized it, unfit as it was, 

For a nosegay, so dripping and drowned, 

And swinging it ruddy, too rudely alas ! 

I snapped it—it fell to the ground. 

And such, I exclaimed, is the pitiless part 
Some act by the delicate mind, 

Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 
Already to sorrow resigned. 
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This elegant rose, had I shaken it Icss^ 

Might have bloomed with ita owner awhile ; 
And the tear that is wiped with a little address, 
May be followed perliapa by a smile. 

cawpJiR. 


THE MOSS HOSE, 

Tlie angel of the flowers one day, 

Beneath a rose-tree sleeping lay ; 

That spirit to whose charge’t is given 
To bathe young buds in dews from ticaveti. 
Awaking from his light repose, 

The Angel whispered to the Hose— 

“ O fondest object of my care. 

Still fairest found where all are fair, 

For the sweet shade thonest givtni to me, . 
Ask what tliou wilt, ’tis granted thee 
Then, said the rose, witli deepened glow, 

“ On me anotlier grace bestow/* 

The spirit paused, in silent thought, 

What grace was there that flower had not!— 
’T was but a momeiit--He*er the rose, 

A veil of moss the angel throws i 
And robed in nature's simplest weed. 

Could tlierc a flower tliat rose exceed ? 


ANON- 
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THE POPLAE FIELD. * 

The poplars are fellctl^ farewell to the sliade, 

And the whisperin'^ sound of the cool colonnade; 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leaves^ 

Nor Ouse on liis bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elapsed since I last took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the bank wliere they grew. 
And now in the grass behold they are laidj 
And the tree is my scat, that once lent me a shade ;— 

The blackbird lias fled to another retteat^ 

Where tlu^ afford him a screen from the heat; 
And the scene where his melody charmed me before, 
Rcsouiulis Mith his sw*ect flowing ditty no more* 

My fugitive years are all hasting away, 

And I must ere long lie as lowly as they, 

\Vitl\ a tiirf on iny breast and a stone at my head, 
Ere aiiotlu r such grove shall arise in its stead. 

The cliange IxiLli my heart and ray fancy employs, 

1 reflect on the friilty of man, and his juys ; 
Short-lived as we are, yet our pleasures 1 sec, 

Have a still sh'jrtcr date, and die sooner than we. 

COWPTIR. 


FIDELITY. 

A barking sound the sheplietd hears, 
A cry as of a ilog or fox ; 

, .. ■ jv-nhc" with Ms eyes 
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naw at distance can discern 
A stiiriiif' in a brake of fern ; 

And instantly a do^ is seen, 
Glancing througli that covert green* 


The dog is not of mountain breed; 

Its motions too are wild anti shy ; 

With something, as t!je shepherd thinks* 
Unusual in its cry* 

Nor is tlicre any one in sight 
All round, in liollow, or on height ; 

Nor shout, nor whistle, strikes his ear ; 
What ia the creature doing here ? 

It was a cove, a huge recess^ 

That keeps till June December's snow ; 

A lofty precipice in front* 

A ailcnt tarn below ! 

Far in the bosom of Ilelvellyn, 

Remoto from public road or dwelling, 
Pathway or cultivated land, 

From trace of human foot or hand* 

Not free from boding thoughts, awhile 
The shepherd stood \ then makes his way 
Towards the dog, o'er rocks and stones, 

Aa quickly as he may; 

Nor far had gone before he iound 
A human skeleton on the ground ; 

The appalled discoverer with a sigh, 

Looks round to learn the history* 

From those abrupt and perilous rocks 
The man had fallen, that place of fear t 
At length upon the sfaepherd^s mind 
It breaks, and all is clear. 
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He instantly recalled the name. 

And who he was, and whence lie came; 
Hcmembcrcd, too, the very day, 

On wliich the traveller passed this way. 

But hear a wonder, for whose sake 
This lamentable tale I tell! 

A lasting moiiunient of words, 

This wonder merits well* 

The dog, which still was hovering nigh, 
Repealing the same timid cry, 

This dog had been through three months^ Space, 
A dweller in that savage plaee. 

Yes, proof was plain, that since the day. 

When this ill-fated traveller died, 

The dog had watched about the spot. 

Or by his masleris side: 

How rLOUTishcd here through such long time, 

He knows, who gave that love sublime ; 

And ga%^e that strength of feeling, great 
Above all iLuniau estimate. 

WORDSWORTH, 


THK DOVE. 

The dove let loose in eastern skies, 
Returning fondly home, 

Ne'er stoops to cartli her wdng, nor flies 
Where idle warblers roam; 

But high she shoots through air and light, 
Above all low delay, 

Where nothing earthly bounds her flight. 
Nor shadow dims her way. 
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So grant me, God, from earthly care, 

' From pride and passion free, 

Aloft, through fiuth and love's pure air. 

To hold my course to thee. 

No lure to tempt, no art to stay 
My soul, as home she springs; 

Thy sunshine on her joyful way, 

Thy freedom on her wings* 

MOORE, 


MORNING, 

The morn is bright, the mountain's <ijde 
With inillif) i airy tint^> is dyed ; 

Glitter the thorn aiul purple heath* 

Fanned by hu' sweet and dewy hreath ; 

The raonareh eagle climbs the sky, 

At the fierce sun to light his eye; 

Her giddy course the skylark steers, 

To catch the music of the spheres; 

To learn tlic notes to nngcls given, 

And steal for man the sojigs of lieaven. 

CLfNNlMGilAM, 


THE GRAVE* 

There is a calm for those wlio weep, 

A rest for weary pilgrims found: 

They softly lie, and sweetly sleep, 

JjOw in the ground* 

The storm that wrecks the winter sky, 

No more distiirlis their deep repose, 

'i'lian summer evening's latest sigh, 

1'iMt Jiutj *hc 
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Thete is a calm for those who weep, 

A rest for weary pilf^rims found: 

And wliile Uie nioukkriiig ashes sleep 

Low in the grouiuh 


'J1)0 soul, of origin divine, 

(iod's glorious imngo freed from clay, 

In heaven's etminl sjilierc sliall shine, 

A star of day ^ 

'Hie film is but a spark of fire, 

A transient meteor in tlje skv ; 

I'lie boul, ininiortai as its Sire, 

Shall never die ' 

^roNl^.oM^ IM . 


EARLY SCENES KM'ISITEJL 

Ait through tlic garden's desert paths I rove, 

Wljat toutl illustons swiirm in every grove! 

How olU \'heii purple cvoiiiug tinged the west 
Wo walehed the emmet to her grahiy iiest^ 

Wei coined the wihi-he'" liomc on weary wJng, 
ijaderi with sweets, the choicest of the spring f 
Jlou i>lL inscribed with frieiithhip's votive rhjme, 
'riu h,iik now hil\erod hy the toueh of time ; 

Sorted in the suing, halt pleased and halfaFiuid, 
Through 'ister elms thaLivaved their summer shade ; 
t)r bU'owed witli crumbs yon root-in wo veil scat, 

To lure the n^hixvist from his lone retreat, 
t^hildhood’s loved group revisits every seorie; 

The tangled wood-walk, and the tufted green ! 
Indulgent memory wakes, and lo, they live ! 

Clothed ill far softer hues than light can give. 

What bofteiicd views tliy magic glass reveals, 

When o'er the landscape time's meek twili^rlit vfrals! 
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As when in ocean sinks the orb of duy, 

Long on the wave reflected lustres play; 

Thy tempered gleams of happiness resignedj 
Glance on the darkened mirror of the mind* 

The sc ho or a lone porcli, with reverend mosses gray. 
Just tells the pensive pilgrim where it lay. 

Mute is the bell that rung at peep of dawn, 
ttuickeniiig my truant feet acn)ss the lawn ; 

Unheard tlie shout t!»at rent the noontide air. 

When the slow dial gave a pause to care. 

Up springs, at every step, to claim a tear, 

Some little friendship formed and cherished here ; 
And not the lightest leaf, but trembling teems 
With golden visions, and roiAantic dreams! 

Ah, then, what honest triumph flushed my breast i 
This truth once known—To bless is to be blessed ! 
We led the bending beggar on his way; 

—Bare were his feet, his tresses silver-gray— 
Soothed the keen pangs Iiis aged spirit felt, 

And on his tale with mute attention dwelt. 

As in his scrip wc dropt our little store, 

And wept to think that little was uo more, 

He breatlied liis prayer, “ Long may such goodness 
live !" 

*T was all he gave, was ajl he had to give. 

lior.vMS. 


“THERE WAS NO ROOM FOR HIM IN 

THE INN.” 

The Son of God descends to earth, 

Man’s brother to become ; 

Hark! the gkd angels sing his birtli; 

Who finds the Saviour room 1 
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To his own tribes Messiah came, 

Of them unsfiiight, link no wu, 

They heecleti not IranmiiLters name ; 
The heir of David's throne* 

His presence did no palace win, 

Kor hall, nor tropbied dome ; 

Not even in Jictblcheni’s meanest inn, 
'Was found for Jesus room. 

Still hurry by the multitude 
Kn^rossed by trifling care ; 

Nor may the Virgin-born intrude, 

Tiicir iioart or thoughts to share* 

‘Uhe worldling gay, tired lollyguest, 
Arnived in wilbering bloom, 

And he of vexed unquiet breast, 

For Jesus find no room. 

From heaven comes doivn the God of in 
Our nature to assume ; 

With sons of men is his delight; 

WIlo finds Imnianiicl rooin ^ 

The little child avIiokc opening mind, 
Guided by light frcmi heaven. 

Seeks evermore his Lonl to find. 

And know his sins torgiveii : 

Tlic niim of lowly contrite heart. 

Meek as a chi hi become. 

In all whose thoughts Christ has a part, 
These find llicir Saviour room. 

Hail yc ! beyond expression blest. 

Your Maker's living home, 

The Dovo of peace shall ever rest 
Where Christ the Lord 1ms room, 
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All hail! endued with iierivcnly power. 

God’s sons are ye becotne; 

In natUTc^s dread expirinir hour^ 

Mount! with ymir Lord there’s room* 

C, T* GAUNTtl.Tl 


WHAT IS THAT, MOTHEIir 

Wit AT is that, mother? ^ 

The lark, my child,^— 

The morn has hut just looked out anrl smiled, 

And lie starts from his humble, j^rassy i^cst. 

And is up and away with the dew on his breast, 
And a hymn in his heart, to yon pure, hrijrlit sphen 
To warble it out in his ^laker’s ear* 

Ever, my child, he thy morn’s first lays. 

Tuned, like llie lark’s, to thy Maker’s praise, 

What is tliat, mother? 

Tim dove, my 

And that low-, sweet voice, like a widow's moan 
Is flowing out from her gentle breast, 

Constant and pure by that lonely nest, 

As the wave is poured from some crystal uni. 

For her distant dear one’s quick return. 

Ever, my son, he thou, like tlie dove, “ ^ 

In friendship as faithful, as constant In love. 

What is that, mother? 

The eagle, my boy, 

Proudly careering his course of joy, 

Firm in his own mountain vigour relying, 

Breasting the dark storm, the red bolt defying t 
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llis will" on tlie wind, md hia eye on the sun, 
lie swerves not a Iieiit, but benis onward, right on.— 
Roy, may the eagle's flight ever be thine, 

Onward and upward, true to the line. 

What is that, mother? 

'I1ic swan, niy love,— 

He is floating down from his native grove. 

No loved one now, no iieslHiig nigh ; 

Me is floating down by himself to die ; 

Desitli darkens his eye, and unplnmea liis wings, 

Yet the sweetest song is the last Im sings, 

Live sr>, my hive, tfiat when death shall come, 
Swan-like and sweet, it iiiiiy waft thee lioine. 

DOA^JE, 


THK BOWER OF ROSES, 

Thertt's a bower of roses hy Rendcmccr's stream, 
A^jd the nrghdiigEde sings rnmid it all the day long; 
]n the time of my chUdliood't was like a sweet dream 
To sit in the roses and hear the hirtls' song. 

Tlnit bower and its music I never forget, 

Rut oft when alone m the liloom of the year, 

1 think—Is the nightingale singing there yet? 

Arc the roses still bright by the calm Bendemeer? 

No ; the roses soon withered that hung o’er the wave, 
But sonic blosSoms were gatliered, while freshly 
they shone, 

And a dew was distilled from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer when summer was 
gonc^ 
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Huis memory from tlelifjhf, ere it 
An essence that hrcalhes of it immy a year; 

Thus bright to niy soul, as ^tvvos then to my eyes, 
thnfc bower on the banks of tlte calm Jkndemecr 


SOLtTUDK, 

SUPILOSE!) TO BE WRITTEN PY AIEXANDER SKLKIllk 
DIIRINO ins SOMTAltY *Alton]i t)K THE ISLAND 
OP JUAN PEllNANDEZ. 

I am monarch of all I survey* 

My ri[»ht there is none to dispute; 

Vrom the centre all roiiiul to the sea, 

I am Itn'd of the fowl and tlic brute- 

O Solitude 1 where arc the eharins 
1’liat sa^ca have seen in thy face? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms, 

Tlian reign in this horrihlc place. 

I am out of humanity's reach, 

1 must finish my journey alone, 

Never hear the sweet music of speech ; 

I start at the sound of mv own* 

The beasts that roam over the plain, 

My form witit indifierence sec; 

Thcynrc so unacquainted with man, 

Their tameness is shocking to mo. 

Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestowed upon man; 

Oh ! had I the wings of a dove, 

How soon would I taste you again! 

My sorrows I then might assuage, 

In the ways of religion and tnitli; 

Might learn from the wisdom of age, 

And be cheered by the sallies of youth. 
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Religion! "what treasure untold 
Resides in that licatenly word! 

More precious than silver or gold, 

Or all that this earth can alFord, 

But the sound of the church-going bell, 
These valleys and rocks never heard ; 

Never sighed at the sound of a knell, 

Or smiled when a Sabbath appeared. 

Ye wirids, that have made me your sport. 
Convey to this desolate shore, 

Some cordial, endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no niorOp 

My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me ? 

Oh! tell me I yet have a friend, 

Tliough a friend 1 am never to see, 

How lleet is a glance of the mind! 
Compared with the speed of its flight, 

The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift-winged arrows of light- 

When I think of my own native land, 

In a moment I seem to be thtre; 

Rut alas! recollectioii at hand 
Soon hunies me hack to despair. 

But the sea^fowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid down in his lair; 

Even here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cabin repair. 

There "s mercy in every place, 

And mercy, encouraging thought! 

Gives even affliction a grace, 

And reconciles man to his lot, 


COWVER- 
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THE JRAINBOW. 

Triumphal arch, that filVst the sky 
When storms prepare to part, 

I ask not proud philosophy, 

To teach me what thou art. 

Still seem, as to my childhood's sight, 

A midway station given j 
For happy sjiirits to aliglit, 

Betwixt the earth and heaven. 

Can all that optics teach, unfold 
Thy form to please me so, 

As when I dreamt of gems and gold 
Hid in tliy radiant bow ? 

Wien sciencG from creation's face 

Enehantraent's veil withdraws. 

What lovely visions yield their place 

To cold material Jaws, 

* 

And yet, fair bow, no fahling dreams, 
But words of the Most High, 

Have told why first thy robe of beams 
Was woven in the sky, 

* 

When o*er the green iindeluged earth, 
Heaven's covenant thou didst sliine, 
How came the world's gray fetlicrs forth 
To watch tliy sacred sign 1 

And when its yellow lustre smiled 
O’er mountains yet untrod, 

Each mother held aloft her cliild, 

To bless the'bow of Grod, 
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Motliinks thy jubilee to keep, 
The first^made anthem rang, 
Oil earth delivered from the deep, 
And the first poet sang. 

Nor ever shall the Muse’s eye, 
Unraptured greet thy beam ; 
Theme of primeval prophecy, 

Be still the poet’s theme. 


The earth to thee its incense yields, 
Tlie lark thy Avclcomc sings, 

When glittering in the freshened fields. 
The snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorioua is thy girdle cast 
O’er mouiitdin, tower, and town. 

Or niiriored in the ocean vast, 

A thousand fathoms down ! 

As fresh in yon horiKon dark, 

Aa young tliy beauties seem. 

Am when the eagle from the ark 
lyirst sported in tliy beam. 

For faithful to itn sacred page, 

Heaven still rebuilds thy span, 

Nor lets the type grow pale with age, 
That first spoke peace to man. 


CAMVHELl. 
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THE JOURNEY TO EMMAUS* 

It happened on a solemn eventide, 

Soon after He that was our surety died, 

Two bosom fnciifls, each pensively inclined, 

The scene of all their sorrows left behind, 

Sought their own village,j,busled as they wont, 

In musings worthy of the great event; 

They spake of Him they loved, of Him whose life, 
Though bliiineless, had incurred pcqietual strife ; 
Whose deeds had left, in spite of hostile arts, 

A deep memorial, graven on their hearts. 

The recollection, like a vein of ore. 

The farther traced, enriched them still the more; 
They thought him, and they justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appeared to have done; 

To exalt a people, and to place them high 
Above all else; and wondered*he should die. 

Ere yet they brought their journey to an end, 

A stranger joined them, courteous as a friend, 

And asked them with a kind engaging air, 

Wliat their afiliction was, and begged a sliate. 
Informed, he gathered up the broken thread, 

And truth and wisdom gracing all he said, 
Explained, illustrated, and searched so well, 

The tender theme, on which they chose to dwell, 
That, reaching home, The night, they said, is near, 
We must not now be parted, sojourn here— 

The new acquaintance soon became a guest; 

And made so welcome at their simple feast, 

He blessed the bread, but vanished at the word, 
And left them both exclaiming, “ *T was the Lord 1 
Did not OUT hearts feel all he deigned to say ? 

Did they not burn within us by tiie way ?" 


cowfeu* 
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DKATH, THE CHRISTIAN’S PRIVILEGE. 

Thanklcsfs for ffivoiirs from on highj 
Mail thinks he fatlcs too soon: 

Tlioiigli "tis Ills privilege to die, 

Would lie improve the hooii. 

Strange fondness of the 1mman heart, 
Hnimiourcd of its harm! 

Strange worldj tliat costs it so much smart, 
And still has poiver to ehann, 

Wlience has the world lier magic power I 
AVhy deem wc death a foe? 

Recoil from wearv lifers best liour. 

And eovet longer woe ? 

The cause is conscieiiee—conscience oft 
Her tale of guilt renews ; 

Her voice is terrible, though soft, 

And drf ad of death ensues- 

Tlieii anxious to be longer spared, 

Man mourns his llcetiiig brcatli; 

All evils then seem light compared 
With the approach of death. 

’T is judgment shakes him—there’s the fear 
That prompts tlie wish to stay; 

He has incurred a long arrear, 

And must despair to pay. 

Pay!"-follow Christ and all is paid; 

His death your peace ensures * 

Think on the grave where he was laid, 

And calm descend to yours. 


COWPRR. 
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WE ARE SEVEN, 


A simple child, dear brother Jem, 

I'hat lightly draws its breath, 

\iid feels its life in every limb, 

What can it know of death ? 

I met a little cottage girlj 
Of eight years old, she said ; 

Her hair was thick with many a curl, 
That clustered round her head. 

She had a rustic, woodland air. 

And she was wildly etad; 

Her eyes were blue, and she was lair ; 
Her beauty made me glad, 

“ Sisters and brothers, little maid, 

How many may you be 
“ How many ?—seven in all/’ she saidj 
And wondering looked'at nio* 

And where ar^they, I pray you tell: 
She answered, “ Seven arc we : 

Two of us at Conway dwell, 

And two are gone to sea; 

“Two of us in‘the church-yarfl lie, 

My sister and my brother; 

And in the clinrch-yard cottage, I 
Dwell near tlicm, witli my mother/’ 

“ You say that two at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea; 

Yet you are seven! I pray you tell, 
Sweet maid, how this can be 
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llien (lid tlie little maid reply, 

“ Seven toys and girls are we, 
Two of iis in tlie chureh-yard lie, 
Beneath thefhurch-yard tree.” 


^'ou run about, my little maid, 
All sprightly and alive, 

I f two are in tlie church-yard laid 
'rheu ye are only five.” 


Their graves arc green, they may be seen,' 
The little maid replied, 

Twclve steps or more from mother's dour, 
And they arc side by side. 


‘‘ My stockings there I often knit, 
Alv kcrcliiePthero I hem. 

And there upon the ground I sit, 
r sit and shig to them. 

** And often after sunset, sir, 

Wien it is light and fiiir, 

1 take illy little |>orr5Eger, 

Aiid eat my supper there- 

"" Tin: first that died was little Jane, 
In bcfl she moaning lay, 

Till (lod released her irom her pain. 
And then she went away: 

“ So in the church-yard she was laid 
And all the summer dry, 

Together round her grave we played. 
My brother John and I* 
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And when the ground was white with snow. 
And I could run and slide, 

My brother John ivtas forced to go, 

And he lies by her side/\ 

“ llow many are you ? then, (said T,) 

If those two arc in heaven 
The little maid did still reply, 

“Oh! master, wc are seven 

“ But two are dead, their spirits fled, 

And now at rest in heaven,'’— 

Twas throwing words away, for still 
The little maid would have her will. 

And said, “Nay, we arc seveiip’' 

wohdsworth. 


YAUDLEy OAK. 

Thou wast a bauble once ^ a cup and ball, 

Which babes might play with ; and the thievisli jay 
Seeking her food, with ease might have purloined 
The aulium mit that held thee, swaUowing down 
Thy yet close-folded latitude of boughs, 

And all thine embryo vastness at a gulp* 

But Fate thy grtiwth decreed; autumnal rains 
Beneath thy parent tree mellow{?d the soil 
Designed thy cradle ; and a skipping deer 
With pointed hoof, dibbling the glebe, prepurwl 
The soft receptacle, in wiiiuh, secure, 

Tliy rudiments should sleep the w-inter through. 
Time made thee what thou wast, king of the wocid’i 
And time hath made thee what thou art—a cave 
For owk to roost in* Once thy spreading boughs 
Overhung tlic chaiupaigu; and the numerous flocks 
That grazed it, stood beneath that ample cope 
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Uncrowdcd, yet saie-alieltcrcd from the storm. 

No flock frequents thee now. Thou, hast out-lived 
Thy popularity, and art become, 

—Unless verso rescue thee awhile,—a tiling 
Forgotten, as the foliage of thy youth, 

Thouglit cannot spend itself, comparing still 
The great and little of tliy lot, tliy growth 
From almost nullity, into a state • 

Of matchless grandeur, and declension thence, 
Slow, into such magnificent decay. 

'rime was, when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shake t!iec to the mot—and time has been 
When tempests could not: 

And to Time 

The task was left to whittle thee away 
AVith bis sly scythe, whose ever-nibbling edge, 
Noiseless, an atoinj anti an atom more, 

Disjoining from the rest, has, unobserved. 
Achieved a labour, which had, far and wide, 

By man performed, made all the forest riijg- 

COWPliK* 


casabianca.* 

The boy stood on the burning deck, 
Wild ice tdl but he litul iled; 

Tlic flame that lit the battle’s wreck 
Shone round him o*cr the dead. 


* (a boy a1>out ilurtccn years old, sou to tlk' 
Admiriil of tbu Oriviu, at Ids poiU (hi the battle of 

tho Nile) afteir t)ie ship had t^ikuii lire, und a\\ tlic guns lind 
botjii abandt^ned. lie pertsbed In the cxpluston of the vessel, 
whcit tlie flames Imd rctiched the ptnvder. 



THE LYBE. 


Yet beautiful anil bright he stood. 

As born to rule the storm ; 

A creature of heroic 

A promh though m|ilu -like form. 

The flames rolled on—he would not go* 
Without his father’s word ; 

That father, faint iti death below, 

Ills voice no longer heard. 

He called aloud ; —“ Say, father, say 
If yet my task is done V* 

Tic knew not that the chieftain lay 
Unconscious of his son- 

“ Speak, father !” once again lie cried, 

" If I may yet be gone ! 

And,**—but the boonjing shots replied, 

And fast the flames rolled on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breatli. 

And in his waving hair, 

And looked from that lone post of death. 

Ill still, yet brave despair. 

And shonled but once more aloud, 

** My father! must I stay'?** 

Wliile oVt him fast, througli sail and shroud, 
The wreathing fires niiuie way* 

They wrapped the ship in splendour wild, 
They caught the flag on high, 

And streamed above the gallant ciiild, 

Like banners in the sky. 

There came a burst of thunder sound,— 

The boy,—oh T where was he ? 

Ask of the winds, that far around 
With fragments strewed the sea! 
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With mast, and helm, and pennon fair. 

That well had borne their i)art,— 

But the noblest thing which perished there, 
Was tliat young and faithful heart! 

lUKS. HEMANS, 


THE SOLITARY REAPEIL 

Beliold her, single in the lieltl, 

Von solitary Ilighlaiid lass! 
Reaping and singing by herself. 

Stop here, or gently pass ! 

Alone she cuts, and hinds the grain, 
And sings a mdandioly strain ; 
f) listen ! for the vale profound 
Is overflowing with the sound- 

No nighiingalo did ever chant 
So sweetly/ to reposing bands 
Of travellers, in some sliady haunt, 
Among Arabian sands: 

No sweeter voice was ever heard 
In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird, 
Jlreaking the silence of the seas, 
Airmiig the fartliest Hebrides, 

no one tell me what she sings t 
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 
I'or old, uidiappy, far-oif things, 

And battles long ago: 

Or is it some more liumhle lay^ 
Familiar matter of to-day ? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain, 
That has been, and may be again. 

D 
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Whatever tho themes the maiden sang 
As if her $nng could have no ending; 

I saw her singing at her work, 

And o’er the sickle bending; 

I listened-—motionless and still: 

And as I mounted up the hill. 

The music in my heart I bore, 

Long after it was heard no more, 

WOKOSWORTU. 


ON THE DEITY. 

I read God's awful name emblazoned high, 
"With golden letters on the illuminett sky ; 

Nor less tho mystic characters 1 see 
Wrought in each flower, inscribed on every tree 
Tn every leaf that trembles tf) the breeze 
T hear the voice of God among tlie trees* 

With Thee in shady solitudes I ivalk, 

With Thee in busy, crowded cities talk ; 

In every creature own thy forming power, 

In each event thy providence adore* 

Thy hopes shall animate my drooping soul. 

Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear control : 
Thus shall I rest, unmoved by all alarms, 
Secure within the temple of tiunc arms, 

From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 
And fuel myself omnipotent in Thee. 

UAROAULD. 


THE SAIIBATII. 

Dear is the hallowed mom to mo. 
When village bells awake the day! 
And by their sacred minstrelsy, 

Call me from earthly ciires away*, 
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And clear to me the 'winged hour, 

Spent in thy hallowed courtsj 0 Lord,— 

To feel devotion’s soothing power, 

And catch the manna of thy word* 

And dear to me the loud amen, 

Which echoes through the blest abode. 

Which swells, and sinks, and swells again, 
Dies on the walls, but lives to God* 

And dear tlic simple melody. 

Sung with the pomp of rustic art; 

That holy, heavenly harmony, 

The music of a tluuikM heart* 

In secret I have often prayed, 

And still the anxious tears would fall ; 

Hut, on thy sacred altar laid, 

The fire descends and dries them all* 

Oft when the world with iron hands 
Has bound me in its six days* chain, 

ThisJ)ursts them iike the strnn:' man’s bands 
And lets my spirit loose again. 

Then dear to me, the sabbath morn. 

The village hells, the shepherd’s voice, 

'I'hese oft have found my heart forlorn, 

And a! ways hid that heart rejoice* 

Gc), man of*p]ensure. strike thy lyre, 

Of broken sabbaths sing the charms, 

Ours he the prophet's car of fire, 

Wliich bears us to a Father’s arms* 
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WISDOM 

SPEAKING IN THE WORKS OF OOD. 

The seasons came and went, and went and camcj 
To teach men j^ratitnde ; and, as they passed. 
Gave warning of the lapse of time, tliat else 
Had stolen unheeded by. The gentle flowers 
Retired, and stooping o’er the wilderncsSj 
Talked of humility, and peace, and love* 

The (lews came down iinsoen at eventide, 

Anti silently their bounties shed, to teacli 
ALmkind unostentatious charity. 

AVith arm in arm the forest rose on high, 

And lesson gave of brotherly regard, 

And, on the rugged mountain-brow expo'^ed 
Bearing the blast alone, the ancient oak 
Stood, lifting high his mighty arm, and Ftill 
To courage in distress exhorted loud* 

Tlie flocks, the herds, the birds, the streams, ilie 
breeze, 

Attuned the heart to melody and love* 

Mercy stood in the cloud, with eye tliat wept 
Essential love; and from her glorious bow^. 
Bending to kiss the c*arth in token of peace, 

Willi her own lips, her gracious lips, which God 
Of sweetest accent made, she whispered still, • 
8bc wdiispercd to Revenge ,—** Forgive, forgive.^' 
Tlie sun, rejoicing round the earth, announced 
Daily the wisdom, power, and love God* 

Tile ,^pooii awoke, and from her maiden face 
Shedding her cloudy locks, looked meekly forth, 
And with her virgin stars walked in the heavens. 
Walkcd nightly there, conversing as she walked, 
Of purity, and holiness, and God, 

In dreams and visions, sleep instructed much, 

Day uttered speech to day, and night to nighl 
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Taught kiiawledge. Silence had a tongue; x\ 

gravcj 

The (larkness, and the lonely waste, had each 
A tongue, that ever said, “ Man ! think of God \ 
Think of thyself! think of eternity* 

rOLLOK* 


TO THE HEAttrS-EASE, 

Sweet, modest flower! 
liniblcm of peace and meek content; 

Of Eden’s^bower 
Thou wert erewhile an ornament, 

Whore flowers of many a hue their beauty hient 

Tliy simple blossom 
\ow opens on a world of wo ; 

And many a bosom, 

Acliiiiir and rcsile.ss, fain would know 
What spell with calm repose arrays thee so 

Ah! then impart 

To care-worn man thy secret lore; 

The mourn iijg heart 
May cease its losses to deplore ; 

The anxious, live to-day and fret no more- 

With equal grace 

Thy bloom in shade and sunshine’s given i 
Be it mine to trace 
Thy lowly pattern, even, 

And stedfa&t eye serenely fixed on heaven* 

T* QAUNTLETT, 
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THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE, 

WHO FELL AT THE BATTLE OF CORUNNA. 

Not a drum was heard, nor a funeral note, 

As Ills corse to the rampart we hurried ; 

Not a soldier disebnrged his farewell shot, 

0*er the grave wlicrc our hero we hurled. 

We buried hint darkly, at dead of night, 

I’he sods with our bayonets turning, 
liy the struggling inoonheam^s misty light. 

And the lantern dimly buruiiig. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast. 

Nor in sheet nor in shroud we bound him ; 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest. 

With Ids martial cloak around him. 

and short were the prayers we said, 

And TVe spoke not a w*>rd of sorrow ; 

But we stedfastly gazed on the face that was dead. 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought as we hollowed his narrow bed, 

And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o'er hi 
head, 

And we far away on the billow. 

Lightly they 'll talk of the spirit that's gone. 

And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him ; 

But little he '11 reck if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task mus done, 

Wlien the clock tolled th% hoftr for retiring, 

And wc heard the distant and random gun. 

That the foe was sullenly firing- 
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Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

From the field of his fame fresh and gory, 

We carved not a line, wc raised not a stone, 

But left him alone in his glory. 

WOLF* 


TO-MORROW* 

To-morrow, did'st thou say ? 

Methought I heard Horatio say, To-morrow. 

Go to—I will not hear of it; to-morrow! 

’T is a sliarper who stakes his penury 
Against thy plenty; who takes thy ready cash, 

And pays thee nought but wishes, hopes, and 
promises: 

The currency of idiots. Injurious bankrupt, 

'That gulls the easy creditor! To-morrow! 

It is a period nowhere to be found 
In all the hoary registers of time, 

Unless perchance in the fool's calendar. 

Wisdom disclaims the word, nor holds society 
With those who own it. No, ray Horatio, 

’T is Fancy^s child, and Folly is its father; 

Wrought of such siutf as dreams are; and baseless 
As the fantastic lisions of the evening. 

But soft, my friend, arrest tlic present moments; 

For be assured they all are arrant tell-tales ; 

And tliough their flight be silent, <and their patlis 
trackless 

As the winged couriers of the air, 

They post to heaven, and there record thy folly; 
Because, though stationed on the important watch, 
Thou, like a sleeping, faithless sentinel, 

Did^st let them pass unnoticed, unimproved. 

And know, for ^at thou slumbercst on the guard, 
Thou shalt he made to answer at the bar * 
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For every fugitive: and when thou thus 
Shalt stand impleaded at Uic high tribunal 
Of hood-winked justice* who shall tell thy audit s 
Then stay the present instant, dear Horatio! 

Imprint the marks of wisdom on its wings ; 

'T is of more worth than kingdoms \ far more precious 
Than all the crimson treasures of life’s fountain- 
Oh let it not elude thy grasp, but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record, 

Hold the fleet angel fiist until he bless thcc, 

COTTON. 


“NIGHT SIIEWETII KNOWLEDGE 


When 1 survey the bright 
Celestial sphere, 

So rich with jewels hung, that night 
Doth like an Ethiop bride appear. 


My soul her wings doth spread. 
And heavenward flies, 

- The Almighty’s mysteries to read, 

In the large volumes of the skies* 

For the bright firmament 
Shoots forth no flame, 

So silent, but is eloquent 
In speaking the Creator’s name* 

No unregarded star 
Contracts its light 
Into so small a character, 

Ifcmoved far from our human sight. 
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But if wc steailfcitt look 
We shall discern 
In itj as in some holy book, 

JIow man may heavenly knowledge learn. 

For they have watched since first 
The world had birth; 

And found sin in itself accurst, 

And iiuthing permanent on earth. 

IIAUISODON. 


THE FlllST DAY* 


ijet tliere be light, said God, and forthwith light* 
Ethereal, first of tilings, f|uintessenec pure. 

Sprung from the deep, and irom Iter native east, 

To journey through the airy gloom began, 

Sphered In a radiant cloud, for yet the sun 

Wna not; she in a cloudy tabernacle 

Sojourned the wliile. God saw the liglit was good ; 

And light from darkness by the hemisphere 

Divided; light the day and darkness night, 

lie named. Thus was the first day even and morn : 

Not past uncelebrated nor unsung 

By the celestial quires, when orient light 

Exhaling first from tlarkness they beheld; 

liirtli-day of Heaven and Earth; wdth joy and shout 

The hollow, universal orb tlicy filled, 

And touched their golden harps^ and hymning praised 
(iod and liis work, Creator him they sung. 

Both when first evening was, and when first mom, 

MILTOK, 
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THE STRANGER AND HIS FRIEND. 

"YE HAVE HONE IT UNTO ME.” 


A poor wayfaring man of grief 

Hath often crossed me on my way, 

Who sued so humbly for relief. 

That I could never answer, ** Nay 
I had not power to ask his name, 

Whither he went nor whence lie came, 

Yet was there something in his eye, 

That won my love, I knew not wliy. 

Once, when my scanty meal waa spread, 

*Hc entered ;—not a word he spake \ 

Just perishing for want of bread : 

I gave him all; he blessed it, brake. 

And ate,—but gave me part again: 

Mine was an angefs portion then, 

For while 1 fed with eager haste, 

That crust was manna to my taste. 

1 spied him, where a fountain burst 

Clear from the rock ^—his strength was gone 
The heedless water mocked his thirsty 
lie heard it—saw it hurrying on : 

1 ran to raise the sufferer up; 

Thrice from the stream he drained my cup, 
Dipped, and returned it running o*er ; 

1 drank, and never thirsted more. 

’T was night; the floods were out; it blew 
A winter hurricane aloof; 

I heard his voice abroad, and flew 
To bid him welcome to ray roof; 
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I warmed, I clothed, I cheered my g\iest, 

Laid him on my own couch to rest; 

Then made the hearth ray bed, and seemed 
In Eden’s garden while 1 dreamed* 

Stript, wounded, beaten, nigh to death, 

I found him by the highway side ; 

1 rtmsed his pulse, brought back his breatli. 
Revived his spirit, and supplied 
Wine, oil, refreshment,—he was healed : 

I had myself a wound coiieealcd ; 

Rut I'rom that hour forgot the smart. 

And peace hound up my broken heart. 

In prison 1 saw him next, condemned 
'I’o meet a traitor’s doom at morn. 

The tide of lying tongues 1 stemmed, 

And honoured him, ’midst shame and scorn: 
My friendship's utmost zeal to try, 

He asked if J for him would die ; 

The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill, 

Bat the free spirit cried, “ 1 wtlL” 

Then in a moment to ray view, 

The stranger darted from disguise ; 

The tokciis in his hand I knew, 

My Saviour stood before my eyes! 

He spake \ and my poor name he named ; 

** Of me thou hast not been ashamed : 

These deeds shall thy memorial he, 

Fear not, thou didst them unto me*" 

MONTGOMERY* 
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THE LTUE. 

'*WHAT IS YOUR LIFE 

What is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April day! 

A little sun, a little rain^ 

And then night sweeps along tlie plaiJi, 

And all things f:ulc away, 

Man (soon discussud) 

Yields up his trust, 

And all his hopes and fears lie with him in tlie dust. 

Oh, what is beauty's power ? 

It flourishes and dies; 

Will the cold earth its silence break, 

To tell how soft, how smooth a cheek, 

Beneath its surface lies ? 

Mute, nmte is all 
O’er beauty’s fall; 

Her praise resounds no more when mantled in her pnlk 

The most beloved on earth 
Not long survives to-day ; 

So music past is obsolete, 

And yet't was sweet, 't was passing sweet, 

But now’t is gone away. 

Thus does the shade. 

In memory fade, 

When in forsaken torab the form beloved is laid. 

'Then, since this world is vain, 

And volatile and fleet; 

Why should I lay up earthly joys. 

Where rust corrupts and moth destroys, 

And cares and sorrows eat? 

Why fly from ill, 

With anxious skill, 

When soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing heart 
be still? 11. KlUKE WIIITK. 
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THE UECOGNITIOK 

Wlitle thus Florinda spake, the dog who lay 
Quietly at her feet, eying him long 
And wistfully, had recognised at length, 

Changed as he was, and in those sordid weeds, 

His royal mastcTi And he rose and licked 
Ifis withered hand, and earnestly looked np 
With eyes whose human meaning did not need 
Tim aid of speech ; and moaned as if at once 
To court and chide the long-withheld caress. 

A Heeling uncommixed with sense'of guilt 
Or E;hame, yet painfiillcst, thrilled through the king; 
But he, to self-control now long inured, 

Hejnessed lii#rising heart, nor other tears, 

Full as his struggling bosom was, let fall, 

Thau seemed to follow on Florinda^s words. 
Deliberately, in self-possession still, 
lliiuaclf from that most painful interview 
Dispeedingi he witlidrew. The watchful dog 
Followed his footsteps close. Hut he retired 
into tlie thickest grove; there yielding way 
To hh oT^rburtbeuctl nature, from all eyes 
Apart, he cast himself upon the ground, 

And tlu'ew his arms around the dog, and cried, 

Wfiile tears streamed down, Thou Theron, then hast 
known 

Thy poor lost master,—Theron, none but thou 1 

SOUTHIY, 


DEATH. 

IjC^^vcs have their time to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the nortli-wind's breath, 
And stars to set—hut all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, 0 Death I 
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Day is for mortal care,— 

Eve for glad meetings round tlie joyous hearth, 
Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer; 
But all for thee, thou mightiest of the earth! 

The banquet hath its hour, 

Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wine; 
There conics a day for griePs o^crwhclnnng power, 
A time for softer tears—but all are thine. 

Youth arid the opening rose, 

May look like things too glorious for decay, 

And smile at thee 1—hut thou art not of those 
That wait the ripened bloom to seize their prey ! 

* 

Leaves have their time to fall. 

And flowers to wither at the north-wind's I)reatli, 
And stars to set—but all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death 1 

We know when moons shall wane, 

Wlien summer birds from far shall cross the sea, 
W^hen autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain ; 
But who shall teach us when to look for thee ? 

Is it when spring's first giile 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 

Is it when roses in our path grow pale ? 

They have one scason—all arc oura to die ! 

Thou art wliere billows foam, 

Thou art where music melts upon the air; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home, 

And the world calls us forth—and thou art there ! 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 

Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest; 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down tlie princely crests 



THE LYRE- 


47 


Leaves have their time to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breathy 
And stars to set—but all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, 0 Death? 

MRS. IlEMANS. 


THE JOY OF TO-MORROW. 

How sweet to the heart is the thought of io^morrotVf 
When Hope's fairy pictures bright colours display; 
How sweet when we can from futurity, borrow 
A balin for the griefs that afflict us lo-daj/. 

When wearisome sickness has tauglit me to languish 
For health and the comforts it hears on its wing ; 
Let me hope (oh, how soon it would lessen my 
anguish!) 

That to-morrow will ease and serenity bring. 

When travelling alone, quite forlorn, unbefriended, 
Sweet the hope that to-morrow iny wanderings will 
ccasD; 

That at home, then, with care sympathetic attended, 
I shall rest unmolested and slumber in peace; 

Or when fioin the friends of my licart long divided, 
The fond expectation with joy how replete, 

Tliat from fiir-dtstant regions, by Praviticnee guided, 
To-TTK^row shall see us most happily meet! 

When six days of labour, each other succeeding, 
Witli hurry and toil have my spirits oppressed, 

Wintt pleasure to think as the last is receding, 
To-morrow will he a sweet sabbath of rest! 

And when the vain shadows of time are retiring, 
When life is fast fleeting, and death is in sight. 

The Cliristian believing, exulting, expiring, 

Beholds a to-morrow of endless delightt 


rARKEN, 
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LAUKCHING INTO ETERNITY. 

t 

It was a brave attempt! adventurous lie. 

Who in the first ship broke tlie unknown sea ' 

And Icaviuf' his dear native shores behind, 

Trusted his life to the licentious wind* 

I sec the siirginj^ brine : the tempest raves, 

Uc on a pine-plank rides across the waves ; 
Kxultiii^ on the cd^e of thousand graves, 

lie steers the winged boat, and shifts the sails. 
Conquers the flood, and inrmages the gales, 

Such is the soul that leaves this mortal land, 

B'earless, when the great Master give^ conunantb 
Death i#! tlic storm ; she smiles to liear it iiuu'n 
And bids the tempest w;dt ]jer to the shore ^ 

Then with a skilful helm she sweeps the N 
Anti iiutiiages the raging storm with ease : 

Her faith can govern death ; she sproads her wiijp 
Wide to tlie wind, and as she sails she sill^;^, 

And loses l>y degrees the sight of mortal i.liinif^H, 
As the shores lessen, so her joys arise, 

Tjie waves roll gentlier, and the tempest dies; 
Now vast eternity fills all her sight, • * 

Slie floats on the broad deep with iiifinite delight, 
Th e seas for ever calm, the skies for ever hrighl, 

\\ M' lS 
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PART II. 


MORNING. 

HLS COMPASSIONS iJ'AIL NOT; THEY AttE NEW 

EVERY AIOIININO.” 

Hues of the rich unfolding morn, 

That, ere the gloiious sun be bom. 

By some s>»ft touch invisible 
Around hi^i path are taught to swell;— 

Thou rustling breeze so fresh and gay, 

That daiiccst forth at opening day, 

And brushing by with joyous wing, 

Wakeiicst each little leaf to sing; 

Ye fragrant clouds of dewy steam. 

By which deep grove and tangled stream 
Pay for soft rains iii season given, 

Their tribute to the genial heaven;— 

AVliy waste your treasures of deligfit 
Upon our thankless, joyless sight; 

Who day by day to sin awake, 

Seldom of heaven and you partake ? 

£ 
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Oh ! timely happy, timely wise, 

Hearts that with rising morn arise ! 

Eyes that the beam celestial view. 

Which evermore makes all things new- 

New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove ; 

Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 

New mercies each returning day, 

Hover around us while we pray ; 

New perils past, new sins forgiven, 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

If in our daily course our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 

New treasures still of countless price, 

God will provide for sacrifice- 

Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be, 

As TtioTc of heaven in each wo sec; 

Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Sliall dawn on every cross and care. 

As for some dear familiar strain 
Untired wo ask, and ask again, 

Ever fu Us melodious store, 

Finding a spell unheard before ; — 

Such is the bliss of souls serene, 

When they have sworn and stedfast mean, 
Counting the cost, in all to espy 
Their God, in all themselves deny, 

O could’we learn that sacrifice. 

What lights would all around us rise, 

How would our hearts with wisdom talk 
Along life's dullest, dreariest walk- 
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We need not bid, for cloistered cell, 

Our neiglibours and our work farewell, 

Nor strive to wind ourselves too high, 

For sinful man beneath the sky^ 

The trivial round, the coinmon task, 

Would furnish all we ought fo ask ; 

Room to deny ourselves ; a road 
To bring us daily nearer God. 

Seek wc no more ;—content with these, 

]jCt present rapture, comfort, case. 

As heaven shall bid them come and go:— 
The secret this of rest below* ' 

Only, O Lord, in thy dear love. 

Fit us for perfect rest above ; 

And lielp us tfiis and every day. 

To live more nearly as wc pray, 

KlULV. 


KVENliNG. 


WUTll us, loil it is towards tVEMNO, 
ANn THE n^y is far spent/’ , 

T is gone, that bright and orbed blaze, 

Fast fading from our wistful gasce ; 

Yon mantling cloud has hid from sight 
The last faint pulse of qpiveriiig light* 

In darkness and in weariness, 

The traveller on his way must press, 

No gleam to watcih on tree or tower, 

Whiling away the lonesome hour, 

E 2 
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Sun of my soul! tliou Saviour dear, 

It is not night if thou be near: 

Oh may no earth-boni cloud arise 
To hide thee from thy servant’s eyes. 

When round tliy wondrous works below 
My searching rapturous glance I throw, 
Tracing out wisdom, power, and love, 

In earth or sky, in stream or grove ; — 

Or by the light thy words disclose, 

Watch time’s full river as it flows, 
Scanning thy gracious providence. 

Where not too deep for mortal sense ;— 

AVhen with dear friends sweet talk I hold, 
And all the flowers of life unfold; - 
Let not my heart within me bum, 

Eifccpt ill all 1 Thee discern. 

AVlien the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep, 
lie my last tliouglit, how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour’s breast. 

Abide with me from morn till eve. 

For without tliee 1 cannot live ; 

Abide with me when night is nigh, 

For without thee I dare not die. 

Thou Framer of the liglit and dark, 

Steer through the tempest thine own ark ; 
Amid the howling wintry sea, 

We are in port if we have Thee.* 


* John vj. 2L 
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The rulers of this Christian land, 

*Twixt Thee and us ordained to stand,— 
Guide Thou their course, 0 Lord, aright, 

Let all do all as in thy sighL 

Oh by thine own sad burthen borne 
So meekly up the hill of scorn, 

Teach Thou thy priests their daily cross 
To bear as thioc, nor count it loss! 

If some poor wandering child of thine 
Have spurned to-day, the voice divine, 

Now, Lord, the gracious work begin ; 

Let him no more lie down in sin* 

Watch by tbe sick ; enrich the poor ^ 

With blessings from thy boundless store: 

He every inourncris sleep to-night, 

Like infimis' slumbers, pure and light. 

Come near and bless us when we wake. 

Ere througli tlie world our way we take; 

Till ill ti»e ocean of thy love, 

W^e lose ourselves in heaven above. 

Kcni.!-* 


THE LIGHTHOUSE. 

The scene was more beautiful far to my eye, 

Than if day in its pride ha^l arrayed it; 

The land-breeze blew mild, and the azure-arched sky 
liOokcd pure as the Spirit who made it. 

The murmur rose soft as I silently gazed 
On the shadowy waves’ playful motion ; 

From the dim distant isle the Lightliouse fire blazed 
Like a star in the midst of the ocean. 
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Xo ]oiif(cr the joy of the sailor-boy's breast 
\Vas heard in liis Tvildly-breatiied numbers; 

Tlie sea-bird had flown to lier wave-girted nest, 

The fisherman sunk to his slumbers: 

T sighed as I looked from the hilfs gentle slope; 

All Imshctl was the billoM's’ commotion ; 

And 1 thought that the Liglithousc looked lovely as 
hope, 

That star of life’s tremulous ocean. 

The time is long passed, and tho scone is afar. 

Yet when my lie ltd rests on its pillow, 

AVill memory sometimes rekindle the star, 

That blazed on the breast of the billow. 

In jife’s closing hour, when the trembling soul 
And death stills tho heart’s last cmoti<)u. 

Oh then may the seraph of mercy arise, 

Jjike a star on Eternity’s ocean ! 

p. A. iA%n;s. 


HYMN TO CONTENTMENT* 

Lovely, lasting peace of mind f 
Sweet delight of human kind! 
Heavenly bom and bred on high, 

To crown the favourites of the sky 
With more of happiness bclow', 

Tlian victors in a triumph knowri 
Whither, O whither art thou fled. 

To lay thy meek contented head i* 
What happy region dost thou please 
To make the seat of calms and ease t 
Ambition searches all its sphere 
Of pomp and state to meet thee there. 
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Increasing avarice would find 
Thy presence in its gold enshrined. 

The bold adventurer ploughs his way 
Tlirough rocks amici the foaming sea 
To gain thy love, and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The silent heart which grief assails, 
Treads soft and lonesome o*er the vales j 
Sees daisies open, rivers run, 

And seeks (as J have vainly done) 

Am using thought j but learns to know 
That solitude’s the nurse of wo. 

No real happiness is found 
In trailing purple o'er the ground; 

Or in a soul exalted high, 

To range the circuit of the sky. 
Converse with stars above, and kuow 
All nature in its forms below; 

Tlie rest it seeks, in seeking dies, 

And doubts, at last, for knowledge rise. 
Lov^ely, lasting Peace appear! 

This wotUI itself, if thou art here, 
once again with Eden blest, 

And man contains it in his breast. 


'T was thus, as under shade I stood, 

J sung my wishes to the wood. 

And lost ill thought, no more perceived 
The branches whisper as they waved; 

It seemed as all the quiet place, 

Confessed the presence of the grace. 

When thus she spoke—“ Go, rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild passions all be still; 

Know God—and bring thy heart to know 
The joys which from religion flow : 

Then every grace shall prove its guest. 
And I *11 be there to crown the rest,*^ 
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Oh ! by yonder mossy seatj 
In my hours of sweet retreat, 

Might I tliua my soul employ, 

With sense of gratitude and joy : 

Raised as ancient prophets were, 

In heavenly vision, praise, and prayer; 
Pleasing all men, hurting none, 

Pleased and blessed witli God alone; 

Then while the gardens take my sight, 
With all the colours of delight; 

While silver waters glide along, 

To please my car and court my song 5 
111 lift my voice and tune my string. 

And Thee, great Source of nature, sing. 

The sun that walks his airy Avay, 

To light the world, and give the day ; 

The moon that shines with borrowed light; 
The stars that gild the gloomy night; 

The seas that roll unnumbered waves ; 

The wood that spreads its shady leaves; 
The field whoso ears conceal the grain, 

The yellow treasure of the plain 5 
All of these and all I see, 

Should be sung, and sung by me : 

They speak their Maker as they can. 

But want and ask the tongue of man. 

Go, search among your idle dreams, 

Your busy or your vain extremes; 

And find a life of equal bliss, 

Or own the next begun in this. 


1>ABN£LL. 
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DAYS OF HEAVEN UPON THEirEARTH." 

Yes, tliere are days so calm, so fair, 

Of pure unclouded light, 

Wlien balms are wafted through the air 
From bud and blossom bright; 

Their lustre to the wanderer's eye, 

Seems of celestial birth, 

That, streaming from the far blue sky, 

Makes days of heaven on earth. 

Still fairer, calmer are the days 
Of one who long distrest, 

Walked mournfully life’s dreary ways 
Tn dimness and unrest; 

When Christ, the Sun of Riglitcousnessj 
With healing beam breaks forth, 

Revives and cheers the soul with grace, 

Oh ! this is heaven on earth. 

And radiant with a light serene. 

Returns each Sabbath day, 

That o’er this troubled, changeful scene 
Sheds a diviner ray : 

What gladness fills each Christian breast— 

A softened hallowed mirth— 

As all unite in worship blest, 

And find a heaven on earth. 

Soon will appear the promised time, 

Ry ancient seers foretold, 

When, fruitful as in earliest prime, 

Calm as tlie shepherd's fold, 

Tlic earth shall yield a rich increase. 

And Zion’s dew-like birth, 

Innumerous, gem those years of peace, 

Those days of heaven on earth. 
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Blest seasons! must ye pass away, 

And melt in daiksomc niglit? 

Are ye but types of heavenly day ? 

Short preludes of delight ? 

Oh, then enlightened be my heart, 

The eye of faith he given, 

That may tlirougli gloom or sunshine dart, 
And view the light of licaven> 

e. T. nAUrftLET'r. 


ECHOES. 

We, the myriad, born of sound. 

Where the sweetest spots are found. 

Over sea, over land, 

An invisible band. 

Sport all creation round and round ; 

We love not the plain, 

Nor the sky-bounded main; 

Nor delight in the region of ether to reign; 
But enraptured we dwell 
In the wood or the dell; 

And an age-hollowcd oak is a favourite celb 
And a hilly clump, or a rocky shore, 

Wc foot full merrily o*er and o*er. 

Seated by a dripping well, 

When a cavern spans it round, 

There the echo loves to dwell, 

Listening to tho liquid sound. 

Since the driplcts first begun, 

She hath told them one by one ; 

Day and night her aUition kept. 

Never slumbered, never slept; 

But as drop by drop they die, 

Each she pays a single sigh, 

A momentary elegy> 
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In a rock upon the shore, 

Oft we mock the occan*s roat; 

Or on green hill side at dawn, 

Carol to the huntsman's liorn; 

Or at evening in the dale, 

On feet of air wc steal along, 

Listening to the shepherd's tule, 

Or warbling to the shepherd’s song* 

AVhen in the vast catlicdnil nave, 

The magic tones of music dwell; 

In some deep nook, or hero’s grave, 

We lurk, and answer swell for swell: 

Half the charms that music knows, 

To the echo's power she owes ; 
lint for U3, the sounds would fly, 

Harshly, unmodulated by, 

And reft of cadent melody, 

£DM£ST0N, 


THE COUNTRY CLERGYMAN, 

Near yonder copscj where once the garden smiled, 
And still where many a garden flower grows wild; 
There, whore u few torn shrubs the place disclose, 
The villiigo preacher’s modest mansion rose, 

A man he was, to all the country dear, 

And passing rich with forty pounds a year; 
llcinotc from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor e’er had clianged, nor wished to change his place ; 
Unpractised !ie to fawn or seek for power, 

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour ; 

Ear other aims his heart had learned to prize, 

More skilled to raise the wretched than to rise- 
His house w^as known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wanderings, hut relieved their pain. 
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The long remembered beggar was liia guest, 

Whose beard descending, swept his aged breast; 

The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claimed kindred there, and had his claims allowed ; 
Tlie broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 

Sat by his fire, and talked the night away : 

Wept 0 er his wounds, or talcs of sorrow done, 
Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields were 
won. 

Pleased with his guests the good man learned to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their wo ; 

Careless their merits or their faults to scan, 

His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride^ 

And even his failings leaned to virtue s side ^ 

But in his duty prompt at every call, 

He watched and wept, he felt and prayed for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt its new-flodged offspring to the tkics, 

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay, 

Allured to brighter worlds and led the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid, 

And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismayed. 

The reverend champion stood: at his control, 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul; 
Comfort came down the trembling wrotcli to raise, 
And his last faltering accents whispered praise. 

At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 

His looks adorned the vcnerAblc place ; 

Truth Irom his lips prevailed with double sway. 

And fools^ wlio came to scoff, remained to pmy- 
Tlie service passed, around the pious man, 

With ready aeal each honest rustic ran \ 

E*en children followed witli endearing wile* 

And plucked his gown, to share the good man’s smile; 
His ready smile a parent’s warmth expressed, 

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distressed; 
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To them his hearty }iis love, his griefs were given, 
But all his serioua thoughts had rest in heaven : 

As some tall cliff that liffs its awful foTnii 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm. 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread. 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

GOLDSMITH. 


EPITAPH. 

Forgive, blest sliade, the tributary tear. 

That mourns thy exit from a world like this; 
Forgive the wish that would have kept thee here, 
And stayed thy progress to the seats of hliss.^ 

No more confined to grovelling scenes of night, 
No more a tenant pent in mortal clay \ 

Now should we rather liail thy glorious flight, 
And trace thy journey to the realms of day. 


THE WOULD WE HAVE NOT SEEN. 

There is a world we have not seen, 

That time sliall never dare destroy ; 
W'hcre mortal footstep liatli not been, 

Nor ear has caught its sounds of joy. 

There ts a region, lovelier far 
Than sages tell, or poets sing, 

Brighter than summer's beauties arc, 

And softer than the tints of spring. 

There is a world, and oh ! how blest! 

Fairer than prophets ever told ; 

And never did an angchgucst 
One half its blessedness unfold. 
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It is all holy and serenci 

I'he land of glory and repose ; 

And there, to dim the radiatit scene, 

The tear of sorrow never flows. 

It is not fanned by summer gale, 

is not refreshed by vernal showers, 

It never needs the moon-beam pale, 

For there are known no evening hours. 

No; for this world h ever bright, 

With a pure radiance alt its own; 

The streams of uncreated light, 

Flow round it from the eternal throne. 

There, forms that mortals may mjt sec, 

Too glorious for tlie eye to trace, 

And cM in peerless majesty, 

Move with unutterable grace. 

In vain the pldlosophic eye 

May seek to view tlic fair abode, 

Or And it in the curtained sky : 

It is the dwelling-place of God ! 

ANOK. 


-‘IF THOU WILT, LET US BUILD TIIKEK 

TABERNACLES.*’ 


Methinks it is good to be liore! 

If thou wilt, let us build: but to whom ? 

Nor Elias nor Moses appear; 

But the shadows of eve, that encompass the gloom, 
'I'he abode of the dead, and the place of the tomb. 
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Shall wc build to Ambition ? Oh no! 
Affrighted^ he shrinketh away; 

For see—they would pin him below. 

In a small narrow cave, and begirt with cold clay, 

To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

To Beauty ? Ah \ no ; she forgets 
The charms which she wielded before; 

Nor knows the foul worm, that he frets 
The skin which but^yesterday fools could adore, 

For the smoothness it held, or the tint which it wore* 

Shall wc build to the purple of Pride, 

The trappings wdiich dixeu the proud ? 

Alas ! they are all laid aside, 

And here’s neither dress nor adornment allowed. 

But the long winding-sheet, and tlie fringe of the 
shroud. 

To Richc!!! Alas ! *t is in vain* 

Who hid in their turns have been hid ; 

The treasures are stjuandered again ; 

And here in the grave arc all metals forbid* 

But the dusel that shone on the dark coffin lid. 

Slioll we build to Affection and Love ? 

Ah no ! they have withered mid died, 

Or fled* with tlie spirit* above. 

Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid side by side ; 
Yet none have saluted, and none have replied. 

Unto SoTTOiv ? The dead cannot grieve ; 

Not a sob, not a sigli meets the car, 

Which ccnipassiou itself could reUeve, 

Ah ! sweetly they slumber* nor hope* love, nor fear: 
Peace, peace* ia the watch-word—the only one here I 
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Unto Death, to whom monarchs must bow ? 

Ah! no ; for his empire is known, 

And here there are trophies enow; 

Beneath the cold dead, and around the dark stone, 
Are the signs of a sceptre that none may disown. 

The first tabernacle to Hope wo will build, 

And look for the sleepers around us to rise ; 
The second to Faitit, which ensures it fulfilled ; 
And the third to the Lamb of the great sacrifice, 

Who bequcatlicd us them both frben he rose to the 
shies, 

lU KNOWLES, 


UNIVERSAL PllAl^. 

The spacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue, etherial sky, 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim ; 

The unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator’s power display, 

And publislies to every land, 

The work of an almighty liand. 

Soon as the evejung shades prevail. 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth, 
Repeats the story of her birth : 

While all the stars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though, in solemn silence, all 
Move round the dark, terrestrial ball! 
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What though no real voice nor sound, 

Atnid their radiant orbs be found ! 

Tn Reasoii^s car they all rejoice. 

And utter forth a glorious voice. 

For ever singing as they sliinc, 

The hand that made us is divine/' 

AUDISON* 


HOPE IN SORROW, 

Oh I Thou who driest the moumeris tear, 
irtnv dark this world would be, 

If, when deceived and wounded here, 

We could not fly to thee! 

The friends who in our sunshine live, 
When winter comes arc flown ; 

And he that has but tears to give, 

Must weep those tears alone : 

But thou wilt heal that broken heart, 
Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sweetness out of wo* 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers, 

And e’en the hope that threw 
A moment’s sparkle o'er our tears, 

Is dimmed and vanished too,— 

Oh ! who would bear life's stormy doom, 
Did not thy wing of love, 

Cqjne brightly wafting through the gloom 
One peuce-hranch from above ? 

Then sorrow touched by thee grows bright, 
With more than rapture’s ray ; 

As darkness shews us worlds of light. 

We never saw by day* 


F 


MOORB, 
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THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE 
LACE-MAKER. 

The path to bliss abounds with many a snare : 
Learning is one, and wit, however rare* 

The Frenchman, first in literary fame, 

(Mention him if you please. Voltaire? The same. 
With spirit, genius, eloquence supplied, 

Lived long, wrote much, laughed heartily, and died 
The scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew 
Bon mots, to gall the Christian and the Jew; 

All infidel iu health, but what when sick ? 

Oh ! then a text would touch him to the quick. 
View him at Paris in his last career, * 
Surrounding throngs the demi-god revere; 

Exalted on Iiis pedestal of pride, 

And fumed with frankincense on every side. 

He begs their flattery with his latest hrcatli, 

And smothered inT, at last is praised to death. 

Yon cottager who weaves at her own door, 
Pillow and bobbins all her little store; 

Content though mean, and cheerful if not gay, 
Shuffling her threads about the live-long day, 

Just earns a scanty pittance, and at night 
Lies down secure, her heart and pocket light; 

She, for her humble Rphero by nature fit, 

Has little understanding and no wit, 

Receives no praise ; but though her lot he such, 
(Toilsome and indigent) she renders mucli; 

Just knows, and knows no more, her Bible true— 
A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew; 

And in that charter reads with sparkling eyes, 

Her title to a treasure in the skies. 

Oh, happy peasant! oli, unhappy bard! 

His the mere tinsel, hers tlie rich reward ; 

He, praised perhaps for ages yet to come, 

She never heard of half a mile from home ; 

He, lost in errors his vain heart prefers, 

She, safe in the simplicity of hers. cowper. 
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THE SUNBEAM, 

Thou ait no lingerer in monarch's hall, 

A joy thou art and a wealth to all! 

A bearer of hope unto land aui sea— 

Sunbeam [ what gift Jiath the world like thee* 

Thou ait walking the billows, and Ocean smiles— 
Thou hast touchod with glory his thousand isles ; 
Thou hast lit up the ships, and the feathery foam, 
And gladdened the sailor like words from home. 

To the solemn depth of the forest shades, 

Thou art streaming on through their green arcades, 
And the quivering leaves that have caught thy glow, 
Like firc-Sies dance to the pools below. 

I looked on the mountains—a vapour lay 
Folding their hciglits in its dark array ; 

Thou brakest forth, and the mist became 
A crown and a mantle of living llame, 

I looked on the peasant's lowly cot, 

Something of sadness had wrapt the spot; 

But a gleam of tliee^on its lattice fell, 

And it laughed into beauty at that bright spclL 

To the earth's wild places a guest thou art, 

Flushing the waste like the rose's heart: 

And thou scornest not from thy poinji to shed 
A tender smile on the ruin's head. 

Thou tukest through the dim church-aisle thy way, 
As its pillars from twiliglit flash forth to day, 

And its high pide tombs with their trophies old, 

Are bathed in a Hood as of molten gold. 
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And thou tumcst not from the humblest grave, 
Where a flower to the sighing winds may wave ; 
Thou scatterest its gloom like the dreams of rest, 
Thou sleepest in love on its grassy breast. 

Sunbeam of summer! “oh, what is like thee? 

Hope of the wilderness, joy of the sea ! 

One thing is like thcc, to mortals given, 

The faith touching all things with hues of heaven. 

MRS. HRMANS. 


» CHAKITY 

SUFFERETII LONG, AND IS KIND ” 

Oh Love divine! sole source of charity 1 
More dear one genuine deed performed for thee, 
Than all the periods Feeling e*er could turn, 

Than all thy touching pages, polished Sterne ! 

Not that by deeds alone this Love expressed ; 

If so, the affluent only were the blessed* 

One silent wish, one prayer, one soothing word, 
The precious page of mercy shall record* 

One soul-felt sigh by powerless^pity given. 
Accepted incense, shall ascend to heaven. 

Since trifles make the sum of Imman thingK, 

' And half our misery from our foibles springs: 
Since life’s best joys consist in peace and ease. 
And few can save or serve, yet all may please ; 
Oh, let the ungentle spirit learn from hence, 

A small unkindness is a great offence. 

Ijorge bounties to bestow we wish in vain ; 

Yet all may shun the guilt of giving patn; 

To bless mankind with tides of flowing wealth, 
With rank to grace them, or to crown with health, 
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Our little lot denies \ yet Heaven decrees 
To all, the gift of ministering to ease. 

The gentle oifices of patient love, 

Beyond all flattery, and all price above; 

The mild forbearance of another's fault; 

'File taunting word suppressed as soon as thought; 
On these heaven bade the sweets of life depend, 

And crushed ill-fortunc when it gave a friend. 

A solitary blessing few can And, 

Our joys with those we love are intertwined \ 

And he whose helpful tenderness removes 

The rankling thorn that wounds the breast he loves, 

Smooths not'another*s rugged path alone, 

But scatters roses to adorn his own. 

The hint malevolent, the look oblique, 

The obvious satire, or implied dislike; 

The sneer cciuivocal, the harsh reply, 

And all the cruel language of the eye; 

Tlie artful injury, whose venomed dart 
Scarce wounds the hearing, while it stabs the heart; 
Small slights, contempt, neglect uuniixed with hate, 
Make up in number what they want in weight. 
These, and a thousand griefs .minute as these, 
Corrode our comfort, and destroy our ease. 


HOHENLINDEN,* 

On Linden, when the sun was low, 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow, 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iscr, rolling rapidly. 


* A village in Germany, wherelhc Austrians and Bavarians 
were completely defeated by the French. 
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But Linden saw another sight 
When the drum beat^ at dead of night* 
Commanding fires of death to light 
Tlie darkness of her scenery* 

By torch and trumpet, fast arrayed, 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade, 
And furious every charger neighed, 

To join the dreadful revelry* 

Then shook the liills with thunder riven, 
Then rushed the steed to battle driven, 
And louder than the holts of heaven 
Far flashed the red aTtillcry* 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden’s hills of stained snow, 

And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly* 

T is morn ; but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 
Where furious Frank, and fiery Hun, 
Shout in the sulphurous canopy. 

The combat deepens* On ye brave, 
Who rush to glory, or the gravp! 

Wave Munich I all thy banners wave! 
And charge with all thy chivalry I 

I 

FeWf few shall part, where many meet! 
The snow shall he their winding-sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 

Shall mark the soldier’s cemetery. 


CAHPBEtt.. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF HOPE, 

As when a feloni whom liis country’s laws 
Have justly doomed for some atrocious cause, 

Expects in darkness and heart-chilling fears, 

The shameful dose of all his misspent years; 

If chance, on heavy pinions slowly borne, 

A tempest usher in the dreaded morn, 

Upon his dungeon walls the lightnings play. 

The tliunder seems to summon him away, 

The warder at the door his key applies, 

Shoots hack the bolt, and all his courage dies: 

If then, just then, all thoughts of mercy lost, 

When Hope, long lingeriug, at last yields the ghost, 
I'he sound of pardon pierce his startled ear. 

He drops at once his fetters and his fear; 

A transport glows in all lie looks and speaks, 

And the first thankful tears bedew his chocks! 

Joy, far superior joy, that much outweighs 
The comfort of a few poor added days. 

Invades, possesses, and overwhelms the soul 
Of him, whom Hope has with a touch made whole, 
*T is heaven, all licaven, descending on the wings 
Of the glad legions of the King of kings! 

"T is more—'t is C3od diffused through every part, 
Tis God himself triumphant in his heart, 

Oh, welcome now the sun’s once hated light, 

His noon-day beams were never half so bright! 

Not kindred minds alone are called to employ 
Tlicir hours, their days, in listening to his joy; 
Unconscious nature, all that he surveys, 

Rocks, groves, and streams, must join him in his 
praise. 


COWPER* 
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ALL NATIONS SHALL SERVE HIM, 

From Greenland's icy mountains, 

Ftom India’s coral strand, 

Where Afric's sunny fountain a 
Roll doivTi their golden sand; 

From many an ancient river, 

From many a palmy plain, 

They call us to deliver 

Their land from error’s chain, 

What thougli the spicy breezes 
Blow soft from Ceylon’s isle, 

Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile; 

In vain vdth lavish kindness, 

The gifts of God arc strown, 

The heathen in his blindness. 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

Shall we, whose souls arc lighted 
With wisdom from on high; 

Shall we to men benighted 
The lamp of life deny ? 

Salvation! oh, salvatioti! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 

Till each remotest nation 
Has learned Messiah’s name. 

Waft* waft* ye winds, his story; 

And you, ye waters, roll, 

Till like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole; 

Till o'er our ransomed nature, 

The Lamb for sinners stain, 

Redeemer, King, Creator! 

In bliss returns to reign. 


llEBEft. 
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COUNTRY AND HOME. 

* 

There is a laud of every land the pride, 

Beloved by heaven o’er all tlie world beside; 
Where brighter suns dispense serener light, 

And milder muona empamdisc the night; 

A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth, 
Time-tutored age, and love-exalted youth; 

The wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, tlie most enclianting shores, 
Views not a realm so bountiful and fair, 

Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air; 

In every clime the magnet of his soul, 

Touched by remembranec, tremblea to that pole ; 
For in this land of heaven's peculiar grace, 

The heritage of nature's noblest race, 

'J'hcre is a spot of cartU supremely blest, 

A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest; 

Where man, ereation's tyrant, casts aside 
His sword and sceptre, pageantry and pride, 

While in his softened looks benignly blend, 

The sire, the son, the liushaud, brother, friend: 
Here woman reigns ; the mother, daughter, wife, 
Strews with fresh flowers the narrow way of life; 
III the dear heaven of her delightful eye, 

An angel-gnard of loves and graces lie; 

Around her knees domestic duties meet, 

And fire-side pleasures gambol at her feet. 

** Where shall that fowcf, that spot of earth be found 
Art thou a man ?—a patriot ?—look around; 

Oh, thou shaft find, howe'er thy footsteps roam, 
That land thy country, and ttiat spot Ihy home ! 

MONTOOMEnv, 
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THE LAST MINSTREL* 

ITic way was long, tlie wind was cold, 

The Minstrel was infirm and old; 

His withered cheek and tresses gray. 
Seemed to have known a better day ; 

The harp, his sole remaining joy, 

Was carried by an orpliaii boy* 

'^rhe last of all the bards wps he, 

Who sung of Border chivalry ; 

For, well-a-day 1 their date was fled, 

His tuneful brethren all were dead; 

And he, neglected and oppressed, 

Wished to be with them and at rest* 

No more on prancing palfrey home, 

He carolled light as lark at morn ; 

No longer, courted and caressed, 

High pW ill hall, a welcome guest. 

He poured to lord and lady gay, 

'j;he' unpremeditated lay ; 

A wandering Harper scorned and poor, 

He begged his bread from door to door, 
And tuned to please a peasant’s ear. 

The harp a king had loved to hear! 

He passed where Newark’s stately tower 
Looks out from Yarrow's birchen bower ; 
The Minstrel ga^ed with wishful eye— 

No humbler resting-place was nigh* 

With hesitating step, at last, 

The embattled portal-arch he passed, 
Whose ponderous grate, and massy bar^ 
Had oft rolled back the tide of war, 

But never closed the iron door 
Against the desolate and poor. 

The Duchess marked his weary pace, 

His timid mien, and reverend face, 
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And bade her page the menials tell 
That they should tend the old man well. 
When kindness had his wants supplied, 

And the old man was gratified, 

Began to rise his mins&el pride. 

Anil, would the noble Duchess deign. 

To listen to an old man's strain ? 

Thougti still' Ills hand, his voice though weak, 
lie thought even yet, the sooth to apeak, 
That, if she loved the harp to hear. 

He could make music to her ear. 

The humble boon was soon obtained, 

The aged minstrel audience gained. 

But when he reached the room of state, 
Wlierc she, witli all her ladies sate, 

Perchance he wished his boon denied: 

Kor, wlien to tilnc his harp be tried, 
lli.s trembling hand had lost the ease 
WJiich marks security to please; 

And scenes long past, of joy and pain, 

Came wildcring oVr his aged brain— 

He tried to tunc bis harp in vain. 

The pitying Duchess praised its chime, 

And gave him heart, and gave him time, 

Till every string's according glee 
Was blended into harmony. 

And then, he said, he would full £iiii 
He could recal au ancient strain. 

He never thought to sing again, 

lie had played it to King Charles the good, 

When he kept court at Holy rood ; 

And much he wished, yet feared, to try 

The long'forgotteu melody- 

Amid the strings his fingers strayed, 

And an uncertain warbling made. 

And oft he shook his hoary head. 
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But when he caught the measure wild, 

Tlie old man raised his face and smiled, 

And lightened up his faded eye, 

With all a poet*s ecstasy ! 

In varying cadence, soft or strong, 

He swept the sounding chords along: 

The present scene, the future lot, 

His toils, his wants, were all forgot, 

Cold diffidence, and age’s frost, 

In the full tide of song were lost; 

Each blank in faithless memory void, 

The Poet's glowing thought supplied; 

And while his harp responsive rung, 

T was thus the latest Minstrel sung! 

SCOTT* 


THE PATRIOT, 

Breathes there a man with soul so dead, 
He never to himself hath said, 

“ This is my own, my native land ?” 
Whose heart has ne’er within him burned, 
As home his footsteps he hath turned, 
From wandering on a foreign strand ? 

If such there breathe, go, mark him well, 
For him no minstrel raptures swell! 

High though his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish nan claim \ 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 

The wretch, concentred all in self, 

Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 

And doubly dying shall go down 
To the vile dust from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung, 

O Caledonia! stern and wild, 

Meet nurse for a poetic child ! 
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Land of browa heath and shaggy wood, 

Land of the mountain and the flood, 

Land of my sires! what mortal hand 
Can e’er untie the filial band. 

That knits me to thy rugged strand! 

Still as I view each wcIUknown scene. 

Think what is now and what hath been, 

Seems as, to me, of all bereft, 

Sole friends, thy woods and hreams, were left; 
And thus I love them better still, 

E*cn in extremity of ill, 

SCOTT- 


ABSALOM’S PILLAR. 

A pillar rears 

Its mouldering head amid the waste of years; 

In deep Engedi’s vale it stands alone, 

A tapering mass of monmnenta! stone— 

A shapely pile, where all around is rude, 

But speechless in its hoary solitude: 

Ask ye the circling rocks, from whose tom bed 
It slowly reared its desolated head;— 

Ask ye the silent column whence it came ? 

Raised by what hand, or sacred to what name ? 
Answer or speech is none that tells the tale 
Of the dark pillar of Engedi’s dale. 

T was Absalom who reared it: for he said, 

“ [ liave no son to live, when 1 am dead, 

And keep my name’s remembrance from the 
grave '/* 

So his own name to tliat lone pile he gave* 

And to this day ’tia called Absalom’s Place,”— 
A monument of glory and disgrace ! 

It might have stood, beneath the sky's blue cope. 
Emblem of pledgeless love and baffled hope : 
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A barren type of him whose lonely state 
Soared o'er his fellows, grand, yet desolate: 

And many a pilgrim to that pile had come 
To heave the sigh for sonlcss Absalom* 

It stands a WEftning beacon, and a mark 
Of stormy deeds and retribution dark ; 

A boding heap, a thing to fear and shun, 

Memorial of a most unnatural son: 

Cold to the beam, unsoftened by the shower, 

Dead to tlie sweet and renovating power 
Of nature, in her best and balmiest hour* 

It speaks of one alike unmoved and scar. 

Beneath a father's smile, a father's tear : 

Of one whose loveless and unloving gloom 
Gave to the meek affections bnd nor bloom. 

And when that pillar, crumbled to the base. 

Shall leave no tidings of its name or places 
The word of truth, that will not pass away, 

Shall keep the blasliLig record from decay* 

nniiESFORiK 


LINES FOR A BIRTILDAT. 

My years roll on in silent course, 

Impelled by a resistless force ; 

Awake, my soul, awake and sing, 

How good thy God, how great thy King* 

My years roll on ; then let me know 
Tlie great design for wliich they flow, 

And as the ship floats o*er the wave. 

Thy vessel, Lord, in mercy save- 

My years roll on • the tide of time 
Bears me through many a changing clime ; 
Fve summers, winters* heat and cold, 
'Winds, calms, and tempests, ten times told. 
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My years roll on; tut here my hope, 

And this my everlasting prop,— 

Though seasons change, and I change too, 
My God’s the same, for ever true. 

_My years roll on; and as they roll, 

Oh I may they waft my ransomed soul 
Safe through life's ocean to yon shore, 

Where sins and sorrows grieve no more. 

My years roll on ; and with them flows 
That mercy which no limit knovrs; 

'T is mercy's current makes me glide 
In hope and safety down the tide. 

*iry years roll on ; my sonl, he still, 

Guided by love, thy course fulfil; 

And when my anxious voyage past, 

My refuge be with Christ at lust! 

Ii. KICHMOND. 


‘MIE ENTERS HEAVEN BY PRAYER." 

When one that holds communion witli the skies. 
Has filled his urn where these pure waters rise, 
And once more mingles with us meaner things, 
*T is e'en as if an angel shook his wings ; 
Immortal fragrajicc fills the circuit wide, 

That tells us w^hcncc his treasures arc supplied. 
So when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
Thb sun matures on India's spicy shores, 

Has dropped her anchor, and her canvass furled, 
111 some safe haven of our western world, 

*T were vain.inquiry to what port she went, 

The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 

COWhER. 
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Creator Spirit, by whose aid 

The world’s foundations first were laid, 

Come visit every pious mind; 

•Come pout tliy joys on human kind ; 

From sin and sorrow set us free, 

And make thy temples worthy thee, 

O source of uncreated li^ht, 

The Father's promised Paraclete!* 

Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 

Our hearts witli heavenly love inspire ; 

Come, and thy sacred uuclion bring, 

To sanctify us wliilc we sijig. 

Plenteous of grace descend from liigh, 

Rich in thy sevenfold energy ! 

Thou strength of His almighty hand. 

Whose power does heaven and earth command. 
Proceeding Spirit! our defence, 

Who dost the gift of tongues dispense, 

And crown’st thy gift with eloquence, 

Refine and purge our earthly parts; 

But oh ! inflame and fire our hearts: 

Our frailties help, our vice control, 

Submit the senses to the soul; 

And when rebellious they are grown, 

Then lay thine hand, and hold them dowzL 

Chase from our minds the infernal foe, 

And peace, the fruit of love, bestow ^ - 
And, lest our feet should step astray, 

Protect and guide us In the way. 

« 

* Parocfeic, a Greek word, signifying '^Comforter.” 



81 


THE LYRE* 

Make iis eternal truths receive, 

And practise all that wc believe: 
Give us diysclf, that we may see 
Tlie Father and the Son by Thee* 

Immortal honour, endless fame, 
Attend th^ Almighty Father's name: 
The Saviour Son be glorified, 

Who for lost man's redemption died : 
And equal adoration be 
Eternal Paraclete, to thee ! 


CHARITY, 

True charity, a plant divinely nursed, 

Fed by the love from which it rose at first, 

Thrives against hope, and in the rudest scene 
Storms but enliven its unfading green ; 

Exuberant Is the shadow it supplies, 

•Its friyt on earth, its growth above the skies. 

To look at Him, who formed us and redeenied, 

So glorious now, though once so disesteemed ; 

To see a God stretch forth his human hand, 

To uphold the boil mile ss scenes of his command ; 

To recollect that in a form like ours, 

He bruised beneath his feet the Infernal powers. 

Captivity led captive, rose to claim 

The wreath he won so dearly in onr name; 

That throned above all height he condescends 
To call tlie few that trust in him his friends; 

That in the Heaven of heavens, that space he deems 
Too scanty for the exertion of his beams, 

And shines as if impatient to bestow 
Life and a kingdom upon worms below; 

o 
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That sight imparts a never-dying flame, 

Though feeble in degree, in kind the same. 

Like him the soul thus kindled from above, 
Spreads wide iier arms of universal love; 

And still enlarged as she receives the grace, 
Includes creation in her close embrace, 

COWPEK, 


WEPT WHEN WE REMEMBERED 

ZION!'^ 

Oh ! weep for those that wept by Babel *s stream, 
Whose shores are desolate, %vhosc land's a dream; 
Weep for tlic harp of Judah's broken shell; 

Mourn—where their God hath d^velt, the godlcst^ 
dwell. 

And where shall Israel lave her bleeding feet f 
And where shall Zion's songs again sccia sweet ? 
And Judah^s melody once more rejoice 
The hearts that leaped before its heavenly voice? 

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast, 

IIow shall ye flee away and be at rest ? 

The wild dove liath her nest, the fox his cave, 
Mankind tiieir country,—Israel but the grave! 

BYRON, 


LILIAN. 

Nursling of solitude, het^nfant couch 
Never did motlicr watch; within the grave 
She slept unwaking ; scornful turned aloof 
The warrior, from those pure, instinctive joys 
By fathers felt, when playful infant grace, 
Touched with a feminine softness, round the heart 
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Winds its light inasse of undefined delight. 

Thus Llliun from all hurnan tenderness 
Estrangeili and gentler feelings^ that light up 
The check of youth with rosy, joyous smile. 

Like a forgotten lute, played on alone 
JBy chance-caressing airs amid the wild, 

Beauteously pale and sadly playful grew \ 

A lonely child, by none except her nurse 
Beloved, and loving none; nor strange, if learnt 
Her native fond nfttclions to embrace 
Things senseless iiml inanimate : she loved 
All llowcrcts that, with rich embroidery fair, 

Enamel the grt^tni earth, the otloroiis thyme, 

Wild rose, and loving eglantine, uor spared 
To mourn their fading forms with childish tears* 
Gray birch and asi>en light she loved, that droop 
Fringing the cryst;d stream ; the sportive breeze 
That wantoned witli her brown and glossy locks; 
The sun-bcam cheipjcring the fresh hank* Ere dawn 
Wandering, and wandering still at dewy eve, 

By Derwent'b Jake, or Greta’s wildcriiig glen. 

Rare sound to her was human voice, scarce heard, 
Save of her aged nurse, or shepherd maid 
Soothing the child with simple talc or song. 

Hence, all she knew of earthly hopes and i'ears, 
Jjife^B sins and sorrows ; better knowm the voice 
Beloved of lark from misty morning cloud 
Blithe caroling, ii\u\ wild melodious notes 
Heard mingling in the summer wood, or plaint, 

By moonlight, of the lone niglit-warbling bird. 

Nor they of love n neons cions j all around 
Fearless, familiar, they tlici|;]|fescants sweet 
Tuned emulouH. Her knew all living shapes, 

Tliat tenant wood or lock ; dun roc or deer, 
Sunning his dappled side at nooii-lidc crouched, 
Courting licr fond eiiress; nor fled her gaze 
The brooding dove, but murmured sounds of joy* 

Q 2 ' MILMAN* 
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TO THE SMALL CELANDINE 

fe 

Pansies, lilies, king-cups, daisies, 

Let them live upon their praises; 

Long as tlicrc's a sun that sets. 
Primroses will have their glory; 
Long as there are violets, 

They will have a place in story : 
There 's a flower that sliall be mine. 

’T is the little Celandine. 

Eyes of some men travel far. 

For tlic finding of a star ; 

Up and down the heavens they go, 

Men tliat keep a mighty rout J 
I^m as great as they I trow, 

Since the day I found ihoe out. 
Little flower *—I ^11 make a stir 
Like a great astronomer. 

Modest, yet withal an clf, 

Bold and lavish of thyself; 

Since wc needs must first have met, 

I have seen thee high and low, 
Tliirty years or more, and yet 
'T was a face I did not know ; 

Thou hast now, go wliere I may, 

Fifty greetings in a day. 

Ere a leaf is on a hush, 

In the time before the thrush 
Has a thought ahont its nest, 

Thou wilt come witli half a call, 
Spreading out thy glossy breast, 

Like a careless prodigal; 

Telling tales about the sun, 

When we *vc little warmtli or none. 
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Poets, vain men in their mood, 

Travel with the multitude. 

Never heed them; I aver 

That they all are wanton wooers ; 

But the thrifty cottager, 

Who stirs little out of doors, 

Joys to spy thee near her homo; 

Spring is coming, thou art come. 

Comfort have thou of tliy merit, 

Kindly unassuming spirit! 

Careless of thy neighbourhood, 

Thou dost show thy pleasant face 
On the moor, and iii the wood, 

In the lane—there's j^op a place, 
Howsoever mean it be, 

But ’tis good enough for thee* 

Ill befal tlic yellow flowers, 

Children of the flaring liours 1 
Buttercups that will be seen. 

Whether wc will sec or no; 

Others too of lofty mien, 

They have done as worldlings do, 

Taken prairie that should be thine, 

Little humble Celandine, 

Prophet of delight and mirth, 

Scorned and slighted upon earth ! 

Herald of a miglity band, 

Of a joyous train ensuing, 

Singing at my heart’s command, 

In the lanes my thoughts pursuing, 

I will sing as doth behove. 

Hymns in praise of what I love. 

WORDSWORTH. 



THE LYRE. 


SEARCH AFTER HAPPINESS, 

VarSa, there ’3 nothing here that’s free 
From wearisome anxiety ; 

And the ■whole round of mortal joya 
With short possession tires and cloys; 

*T is a dull circle that we tread, 

Just from the window to the bed, 

Wc rise to see and to he seen, 

Gaze on the world awhile, and then 
We yawn, and stretch to sleep again. 
But Fancy, that uneasy guest, 

Still holds a longing in our breast; 

She finds our frames vexations still, 
Herself the greatest plague wc feel: 

We take strange pleasure in our pain, 
And make a mountain of a grain, 
Assume the load, and pant and sweat 
Beneath the imaginary weighs.. 

With our dear selves we live at strife. 
While the most constant scenes of life 
From peevish humours are not free ; 

Still we affect variety ; 

Rather than pass an easy day, 

We fret and chide the hours away, 

Grow weary of this circling sun, 

And vexed that lie should ever run 
The same old track, and still, and still, 
Rise red behind yon eastern hill; 

And chide the moon that darts her light 
Through the same easement every night- 
We shift our chambers, and oiir homes, 
To dwell where trouble never comes. 
Then our own native land we hate. 

Too cold, too windy, or too wet; 
Change the thick climate, and repair 
To France or Italy for air. 
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In vain we cliange, in vain wc fly ; 

E’en should we mount the whirling sky, 

Or ride upon the fcatjieretl wind, 

'T is vain, if this diseased mind 
Clings fast, and still sits close behind- 
Happy the soul that virtue shows 
To fix the place of her repose, 

Needless to move ; for she can dwell 
In her paternal hail as well: 

Virtue that novtir loves to roam, 

But sweetly hides herself at home ; 

And easy on a native throne 
Of humble turf sits gently down. 

Yet sliouhl tumultuous storms arise, 

And mingle earth, and seas, and skies; 
Should the waves swell, and make her roll 
Across the line, or near the pole ; 

Still she *s at peace, for well she knows 
To launch the stream that duty shews. 
And makes her home wherever she goes. 
Hear her, ye seas, upon your breast, 

Or iraft her, winds, from cast to west, 

On llie soft air, she cannot find 
A couch so easv as her mind, 

Nor breathe a climate half so kind* 

WATTS, 


TO AN AMERICAN WATER-FOWL* 

Whither, midst falling dew. 

While glow the heavens withfthe last steps of day, 
Far, through their rosy depths^ dost thou pursue 
Thy solitary way ? 
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Vainly the; fowlet’s eye 

Might mark thy distant flighty to do thee wrong. 

As darkly painted on tlje crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along, 

Seek*st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide, 

Or where the rocking bOlows rise and sink 
On the chafed occan*side ? 

There is a Potver whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast— 

The desert and illimitable air— 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

All day thy wings have fanned, 

At that far height, the cold thin atmosphere, 

Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is near. 

And soon that toil shall end, 

Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest 
And scream among tliy fellows; reeds shall bend 
Soon o*er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou *rt gone—tlie abyss of heaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form ; yet on my heart 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given, 

And shall not soon depart. 

He, who from zone to zone, 

Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight 
In the long way that 1 must tread alone, 

Will lead my steps aright. 


BRYANT* 
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THE EXILE’S RETREAT* 

The summer dawn’s reflected hue 
To purple changed Loch Katrine blue; 
Mildly and soft the western breeze 
Just kissed the lake^ just stirred the trees ; 
And the pleased lake^ like maiden coy, 
Trembled but dimpled not, for joy: * 

The mountain shadows on her breast, 

Were neither broken nor at rest; 

In bright uncertainty thjcy lie^ 

Like ftture joys to Fancy^s eye. 

The water-lily to the light 

Her chalice reared of silver bright; 

The doe awoke, and to the lawn 
Begemmed with dew-drops, led her fown ; 
The grey mist left the mountain side, 

The torrent shewed its glistening pride; 
Invisible in flecked sky, 

The lark j^ent down her revelry; 

Tlie blackbifd and the speckled thrush, 
Good-morrow gave from brake and bush j 
In answer cooed the cushat dove, 

Her notes of peace, and rest, and love* 

The stranger viewed the shore around, 

T was all so close with copse-wood bound, 
Nor track nor pathway might declare 
That human foot frequented there, 

Until the mountain-maiden shewed 
A clanibcring, unsuspected road, 

That winded through tlie tangled screen. 
And opened on a narrow green, 

Wliere weeping birch and willow round 
With their long fibres swept the ground. 
Here for retreat in dangerous hour, 

Some chief had framed a rustic bower. 
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It was a lodge of ample size, 

But strange of structure and device ; 

Of such materials as around 

The workman's hand had readier found* 

Lopped of their boughs^ their hoar trunks bared, 
And by the hatchet rudely squared, 

To give the walls their destined height, 

The sturdy oak and ash unite \ 

While moss and clay and leaves combined 
To fence each crevice from the wind. 

T! te lighter pine-trees, overhead, 

Their slender length for rafrers spread, 

And withered heath* and rushes dry, 

Supplied a russet canopy. 

Due westward, fronting to the green, 

A rural portico was seen. 

Aloft on native pillars borne, 

Of mountain fir, with bark unshorn, 

Where Hen’s liand had taught to twine- 
The ivy and Idean vine, 

The clematis, the favoured flower 
Which boasts the name of virgin-bowfer; 

And every hardy plant could bear 
Loch Katrine’s keen and scarchuig air. 

SCOTT* 


ELLEN’S INTRODUCTION AT THE 
SCOTTISH COURT, 

AFTER HER FATHEh’s liETUHK PROM EXILE* 

** Oh! welcome, brave she said, 

“ How may an almost orphan maid 
Pay the deep debt ?”—“ O say not so! 

To me no gratitude you owe. 

* The Douglme were exiled »traitors, by Jemei V* 
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Not minCf alas ! the boon to give^ 

And bid thy noble father live ; 

I can but be thy guide, sweet maid, 

With Scotland*a king thy suit to aid* 

No tyrant he, though ire and pride 
May lead better mood aside* 

Come, Ellen, come f—’tis more than time; 
He holds his court at morning prime.'* 
With beating heart, atfd bosom wrung, 

As to a brother's arm sjm clung* 

Gently he dried the falling tear, 

And gently wliispercd hope and cheer; 

Her faltering steps half led, half staid, 
Through gallery fair, and high arcade. 

Till, at liis touch, its wings of pride 
A portal arch unfolded wide* 

Within, 'twas brilliant all, and light, 

A thronging scene of figures bright; 

It glowed on Ellen’s dazzled siglit, 

As when the setting sun has given 
Ten ibousand hues to summer even; 

And, from tlieir tissue, fancy frames 
Aerial knights and fairy dames* 

Still by Fitz-James her footing staid ; 

A few feint steps she forward made, 

Then slow her drooping head she raised, 
And fearful round the presence gazed; 

For him she sought, who owned this state, 
The dreaded Prince, Avhose will was fate! 
She gazed on many a princely port. 

Might well have ruled a royal cemrt i 
On many a splendid garb she gazed, 

Then turned, bewildered and amazed. 

For all stood bare ; and, in the room, 

Fitz-James alone wore cap and plume. 

To him each lady's look was lent, 

On him each courtier's eye was bent > 
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Midst fuF5 and silks and jewels sheen, 

He stood in simple Lincoln-green, 

The centre of the glittering ring,— 

And Snowdoun’s Knight is Scotland's King! 

As wreath of snow, on mountain breast, 
Slides from the rock that gave it rest, 

Poor Ellen glided from her stay, 

And at the monarch’s feet she lay ; 

No word her choking voice commands, 

She shewed the ring—she clasped her hands. 
Oh ! not a moment could he brook, 

The generous prince, that suppliant look! 
Gently he raised her,—and, tlie while, 
Cnecked with u glance the circle's smile i 
Graceful, but grave, her brow lie kissed, 

And bade her terrors be dismissed 
“ Yes, Fair; the watideritig, poor Fitz-James 
The fealty of Scotland claims. 

To him thy woes, thy wishes bring, 

He will redeem his signet ring* 

Ask nought for Douglas ;~yester-even 
His Prince and he have much forgiven ; 
Wrong hath he had from slanderous tongue, 

I firom his rebel kinsmen, wrong. 

But, lovely infidel, how now ? 

clouds thy unbelieving brow ? 

Lord James of Douglas, lend thine aid ; 

Thou must confirm this doubting maid.” 

Then forth the noble Douglas sprung, 

And on his neck his daughter hung. 

The Monarch drank, that happy hour. 

The sweetest, holiest draught of power,~ 
When it can say, with godlike voice, 

Arise, sad virtue, and rejoice! 

Yet would not James the general eye 
On nature’s raptures long should pry, 

He stepped between—“ Nay, Douglas, nay, 
Steal not my proselyte away! 
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The riddle is my right to read^ 

That brought this happy chance to speed. 
Yes^ Ellen, when disguised I stray 
In life’s more low but happier way, 

’T is under name wliich veils my power, 

Nor falsely veils—for Stirling's tower 
Of yore the name of Snowdoun claims, 

And Normans call me James Fitsa-James* 
Thus watch I o’er insulted laws, 

Thus learn to right the injured cause- 
But gentle maid, tliou still dost hold 
That httlc talisman of gold, 

Pledge of ray faith, Kitz-James’s ring— 
What seeks fair Ellen of the king ?”— 

Full well the conscious maiden guessed,^ 
He probed the weakness of her breast; ’ 
Blushing, she turned licr from the king, 

And to the Douglas gave the ring, 

As if she wished her sire to speak 

The suit that stained her glowing cheek.— 

“ Nay, then, my pledge has lost its force. 
And stubborn justice holds her course, 
Malcolm, come forth !”—And at the word, 
Down km.elcd the Graeme to Scotland’s lord, 
“ For thee rash youth, no suppliant sues, 
From thee nmy vengeance claim her dues, 
Who, nurtured underneath our SJnile, 

Hast paid our care by treacherous wile, 

And sought, amid thy faithful clan, 

A refuge for au outlawed man. 

Dishonouring thus thy loyal name-'— 

Fetters and warder for the Grreme !*' 

His chain of gold the king unstrung, 

The links oVt Malcolm’s neck he flung, 
Then gently drew the glittering band, 

And laid the clasp on Ellen’s hand- 


SCOTT, 
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I remember well the fair Severn's peerless flight, 
How can I e'er forget her silent glory and her speed ? 
The wild-deer of all rivers was she tlien unto my 
sight. 

But now in common lustre doth she hurry through 
■ the mead ;~ 

Her flow I do not heed, 

A copse there was of liazcls, a cloud of radiant green, 
A lustrous veil of fruitful leaves, to hide the world 
from me: 

' It seemed when I was nutting- there to he a fairy sceiie^ 
Ah ! never more thereafter a fairy scene to be— 

Save ill sad memory. 


The towers of that old house in wdiich I di'l ahidc. 

When early days were iriciids with iiiCj seem altered 
to my eyes; 

They do not stand so solemnly at night in inoon^ 
light pride, 

As when in those fond silver hours, by stealth I ditl 
arise, 

For garden revelries. 

And in the river's place, and the nut-trees and the 
night, 

And the poetry that is upon the moonlit earth, 

I have lone rooms, and sad inudiigs, and a fast 
unceasing flight 

Of friends,—nf self-esteem ;“Oh! my heart aches 
with the dearth 

Of honour and of worth. 
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*Tis vain to visit olden scenes, they change like 
other friends, 

Their faces are not now the samej the youth of 
things is gone. 

To otliers they may yet be bright, and that must 
make amends i 

The towers to ihitm may yet arise and &own in awful 
stone. 

The stream, in light, flow on. 

CORCORAK, 


THE riUMROSE OK THE ROCK. 

A rock there is wliose homely front 
The passing tiuvellcr slights ; 

Yet there the gUiw-wonns Jiang their lamps, 
Lite stars, at variom heiglits ; 

And one coy pniiirose to that rock 
The \vrnal brec/e invites. 

What hideovis warfare hath been waged, 
What kiiigiiouis orerthrown, 

Since first I .spied tliat primrose-tuft 
And marked it for my own ; 

A lasting link in Nature’s diaiii, 

From highest lienvcn let down* 

The flowers, still fiiitliful to the stems, 

Their fellowship renew ; 

The stems arc faith (hi to ihc root, 

That worketii out of view, 

And to tile rufk the root adheres, 

In every fibre true. 
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Close clings to earth the living rock^ 
Though threatening still to fall; 

The earth is constant to her sphere; 

And God upholds them all: 

So blooms this lonely plant, nor dreads 
Her annual funeral* 

Here closed the meditative strain; 

But air breathed soft that dayj 

The hoary mountaiit-hcights were cheered, 
■The sunny vale looked gay; 

And to the primrose of the rock, 

I gave this aftcr^lay, 

I sang, let myriads of bright flowers. 

Like tbee, in field and grove 

Hevive unenvied,—mightier far 
Than tremblings tliat reprove 

Our vernal tendencies to hopi' 

In God's redeeming love. 

Sin-blightcd though wc arc, we too 
The reasoning sons of men, 

From one oblivious winter called, 

Shall rise and breathe again ; 

And in eternal summer lose 
Our threescore years and ten. 

To huTTihleness of heart descends 
This prescience from oii high, 

The faith that elevates the just, 

Before and when they die ; 

And makes each soul a separate heavciij 
A court for Lejty. 


WOEDS WORTH* 
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THE LAW GIVEN AT SINAL 

Hark ! the glirill echoes of the trumpet roar, 

And call the trembiin^ armies near; 

Slow and unwilling- they appear, 

Kails kept them from the mount before, 

Now from the rails their fear : 

’T was the same herald, and the trump the same, 
Which shall be blown by high command, 

Shall bid the wheels of nature starid, 

And heaven’s eternal will proclaim, 

TiiaL time shall be no morOi 

Thus, \vliih‘ the labmiring angel swelled ihastnuidj 
And rent tlie skies and slitjok the ground, 
Uprose the Ahnighiy : rounfVliis sapphire seat 
Adoring thrones in order I'ell; 

The lesser jjawers at distance dwvll, 

And cast their glories down successive at liis feel 
(iabriel the Great prepares his \'/ay, 

“ Lift np yniir hr‘rnh, etcTnal doors,*' lie erics ; 
The cL anal doors his word obey, 

Open and shoot celestial day 
Upon the lovver skies* 

Heaven’s ini'^hty pillars bowed their lioad. 

As their tCreator bid, 

And down Jehovah rode from tlie sujicrior sphere, 

A thousand guards before, and myriads in ll^e 

His chariot was a pltcliy cloud, 

The wheels beset with burning gems, 

The winds in harness with the ilanies 
blew o’ev the ethcrial road; 

Down through his magazines he past, 

Of hail, and icc> and ilcecy snow, 

Swift rolled the triumph, and as fust 
Did hail, and ice, in melted rivers flow. 

u 
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The day was mingled with the night, 

Ills feet on solid darkness trod^ 

His radiant eyes proclaimed the God, 

And scattered drcudful light; 

He breathed, and. sulphur ran a fiery stream : 

He spoke, and (though with unknown speed ho came), 
Chid the slow tempest, and the lagging flame* 

Sinai received his glorious flight; 

With axle red, and glowing wheel, 

Did the winged chariot light, 

And rising smoke obscured tlie burning hill* 

Lo, it mounts in curling waves, 

Lo, the gloomy pride outbraves 
The stately pyramids of lire, 

The pyramids to heaven iLspire, 

And mix with stars/ but sec their gloomy oHspring 
higher: 

So you have seen ungrateful ivy grow 
Round the tall oak tliat six-score years had stood^ 
And proudly shoot a leaf or two 
Above its kind supporter's utmost bough, 

And glory there to stand the loftiest of the wood* 

Forbear, young muse, forbear; 

'I'he flowery things that poets say, 

The little arts of simile, 

Are vain and useless here ; 

Nor shall tlie burning hills of old 
With Sinai be compared, 

Nor all that ancient Greece lias told, 

Or learned Home has heard; 

Etna shall bo named no more, 

Etna, the torch of Sicily; 

Not half so high 
Her lightnings fly. 

Not half so loud her thunders roar, 

Cross the Sicanian sea to fright the Italian shore: 
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Behold the saered hill; its treiDbliDg spire 
Quakes at tlie terrors of the fire^ 

While all below its verdant feet 
Stagger and reel under the Almighty weight, 
Pressed with a greater than feigned Atlas* load : 
Deep groaned the mount; it never bore 
Infinity before: 

It bowed, and shook beneath the burden of a Ciod, 

Fresh horrors seize the camp ; despair, 

And dying groans torment tlic air, 

And shrieks, and swoons, and deaths were 
there ] 

'I'hc hello wing thunder, and the lightning's blaze, 
Spread through the host a wild amaze : 
Darkness on every soul, and pale was every face: 
Confused and dismal were tlic cries, 
het Closes si>eak, or Isnicl dies: 

Moses the spreading terror feels ; 

No more the man of God conceals 
His shivering and surprise : 

Yet, willi recovering mind, commands 
Silence and deep attention, througli the Hebrew 
bands. 


1 lark ! from the centre of the flame 
All armed and feathered with the same, 
Majestic sounds break through the smoky cloud : 

Sent from the all-creating Tongue, 

A flight of cherubs guard the words along. 

And hear their fiery law to the retreating crowd* 

WATTS, 
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THE CAPTIVE’S SOLILOQUY, 

Doth the bright sun from the high arch of ]leavc^!, 
Ill all his beauteous robes of fleckered clouds, 

And ruddy vapours, and deep glowing flames, 

And softly varied shades, look gloriously ? 

Do the green woods dance to the wind ? the lake- 
Cast up their sparkling waters to the light? 

Do the sweet hamlets in their busby dells 
Send winding up to heaven their curling smoke, 

Oil the soft moniing air? 

Do the flocks bleati ami the wild creatures bound 
In antic happiness ? and mazy birds^ 

Wing the Tnid^air in lightly skimming bands ? 

Ay, all this is : men do behold all this ; 

The pemrest man. Even in this lonely vault, 

My dark and narrow world, oft do 1 hear 
The crowin" of the cock so near mv walls, 

And sadly think how small a space diviiles nie 
l^Tom all this fair creation. 

From the w ide spreading bounds of bcaufcoiis iiatiiri' 
I am alone shut out; 1 am forgtjtten. 

Peace, peace ! He who reganls the poorest ■wt>rin, 
Still cares for me, albeit he slicnds me sorely. 

This hath its end. Perhaps, small as these walls, 

A bound unseen divides my dreary state, 

From a more beauteous world ; that world of souls, 
Feared and desired by all; a veil unseen ; 
hich soon shall be witlidrawm* 

J. ilAlLLtr,. 


THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB S 

ARMY. 

The Assyrian came dowm like the w'olf.on the ibid. 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold ; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the 
sea, 

When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 
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hiku Uie leaves of the forest when summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen ; 
Like the leaves of the forest when autumn has blow'n, 
That host on t)m morrow lay withered and strown. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blastj 
And breathed on the face of the foe as he passed: 
And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chillj 
And their liearts but once heaved, and for ever grew 
stilL 

And tlierc lay tlie steed with his nostril all wide, 

■\nd tlirongli it there rolled not the breatli of Iii'i 
pride; 

And the foam of his ^aspiiijr lay i^ite on the turf, 

And cold as the spray of tlie rock-beating surf* 

« 

And there lay itie rider distorted and pale, 

Mdtli tlie dew on his brow and the rust on lus mail; 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone, 

The lances miliftcd, the trumpet iinhlowiu 

And tlje widows of Asslnir arc loud in their wail, 
And the idols nre broke in the temple of Baal; 

And the might of the GeiUilc, uusmote by the ^sword, 
llatli melted like snow in the glance of the Lord. 

in HU’S* 


ON THE RECEIPT OF IIY MOTHER'S ^ 

PICTURE* . 

Oh, that those lips had langua^! Life has pt jsed 
With me but roughly, since I heard thee last. 
Those lips arc tliinc—thy own sweet smile 1 see. 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me; 
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Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“ Grieve not my child, chase all thy fears away!" 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blessed be tlie art that can iininortnlizc, 

Tbc art that bailies time’s tyrannic daiin 
To quench it) here shines on me, still the same* 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

Oh, welcome guest, though unexpected here! 

AVho bidd'st me honour with an artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long. 

I will obey, not willingly alone ; 

But gladly as the precept were her own: 

And wliile that face renews iny filial grief, 

Fancy shall weavdia charnf for my relief, 

Shall fiteep me in Elysiau reverie, 

A momentary dream that thou art she* 

My mother! when I Icarndd that thou wast dcml. 
Say wast thou conscious of the tears 1 shed ? 
Hovered thy spirit o’er thy sorrowing son, 

Wretch even then, life’s journey just begun ? 

Perhaps thou gavest me, thougli unseen, a kiss: 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss— 

Ah, that maternal smile ! it answers—Yes* 

I heard the bell toll on thy burial day, 

1 saw the hearse that horc theo slou' away. 

And, turning from my nursery window drew, 

A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu 1 
But w'as it such ?—It was—where thou art gouc,^ 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown* 

May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 

The parting word shall pass my lips tio more! 

Thy maidcoB, grieved themselves at my conceni, 

Oft gave me promise of thy cjuick retuni. 

What ardently I wished, I long believed, 

And disappointed still, was still deceived : 

By expectation every day beguiled, 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child* 
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Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 

Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I learned at last, submission to my lot, 

But though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot. 

Whore once we dwelt our name is.hcard no more, 
Children not tlunc have trod my nursery floor ; 

And where the gardener Robin, day by day, 

Drew niG to school along the public way, 

Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped 
In scarlet niautle warm, anti velvet cap, 

’T is now become a history little known, 

I'hat once we calletl tlie pastoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession ! l>iit the record fair 
That memory keeps of all Ihy kindness there, 

Still outlives many a stEum tliat has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

That thou miglu’st know me safe and warmly laid : 
'Djy morning bounties ere I left my home, 

'Hic biscuit or confectionary plum ; 
riic fragrant waters on mv checks hestow^ed 
liy thy own baud, till fresh they shone and glowed; 
All this, ami more endearing still than all, 

Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall, 

NeVr roughened hy those cataracts and breaks, 

That humour interposed too oRoii makes : 

All this still legible in memory's page, 

Aiul still to be so to my latest age, 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Sucli honours to thee as my numbers may ; 

Terhaps a frail memo rial, but sincere, 

Xot scgrn«l in heaven, though little noticed here. 

Could Time, his fliglit reversed, restore the hours, 
When, playing with thy vesture's tissued flowers, 
*Jlie violet, the pink, and jessamine, 

I prickl'd them into paper with a pin ; 

And Uiou wast happier than myself the while, 
Woiildst softly speak, and stroke my head, and smile; 
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Could those few pleasant days again appear. 

Might one wisli bring them, wonld I wish them here ^ 
I would not trust my heart—the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might.—^ 

Hut no—what here we call our lilc is suc!^ ' 

So little to be loved, and ihtm so iruich, 

That I should ill rcfjuite thee to consti'niu 
Thy unhound spirit into bonds again. 

Tliou, as a gallant bark from Albion's coast, 

The storms all weathered and the ocean emssed, 
Shoots into port at some welHiavened isle, 

Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smile. 
There sits (juicscent on the Hoods that show 
Her beauteous forn\ reflected clear below, 

^Vhile airs, impregnated with incense play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay ; 

So thon, with sails how swift! ha^^t reached the shore 
Where tempests never beat, nor billows roar; 

And thy loved consort, on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since lias anchored by thy side^ 
lint me, scarce hoping to attain that rest, 

Always from port withheld, always distressed-— 

Me, howling winds drive devious, tempest-tossed, 
Sails ripped, seams opening wide, and compass bat; 
And day by day some current's thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 

But oh, the thought that thou art safe, and he ! 

That thought is joy, arrive wbat may to me^ 

My boast is not that I deduce my birth 
from loins enthroned, and rulers of tl)c earth ; 

But higjier far my proud pretensions rise— 

The son of parents passed into the, skies. 

And now farewell.—Time unrevoked has run 
ITis wonted course, yet what I wished is done. 

By Contemplation’s help not sought in vain, 

I seem to have lived my childhood o’er again: 

To have renewed the joys that once were iniue* 
Without the sin of violating thine; 
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And, wliile tlic wings of fancy still are free, 

And I can view this mimic show of thee, 

Time has but half succcctied in his theft— 

Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 

cowrER, 


A POET TO Ills DAUGHTER. 

How have I doated on tbifie infant smiles 
At morning, when thine eyes iincJoscd on mine; 
How, as the months in swift succession rolled, 

1 marked tliy human faculties unfold, 

And watelicd the dawning of the light diving: 

And with what artihee of playful guiles 
Won from thy lips with still repeated wiles • 

'Kiss after kiss, a reckoning often told,— 

Sometliiiig T wecii thou knowest; for thou hast seen 
Thy sisters in tlicir turn such fondness prove. 

And felt how chiklhoiul in its winning years 
The attempered soul to tonderness can inove. 

This tliou i aiist tell; but not tlic hopes and fears^ 
With w'liich a ]mrcnt^s licart doth overflow— 

The tlioughts and carets inwoven with that love— 

Its nature and its depth thou dost not, canst not know* 
Tlte years which since tby birth have passed away 
May well, to thy young retrosj^jcct, appear 
A measureless extent:—like yesterday 
To me, so soon they filled their short career. 

To thee discourse of reason have they brought, 

With sense of time and change ; and somethingi too, 
Of this precarious state of things have taught, 

Where man abideth never in one stay: 

And of mortality a mournful thought 
And I have seen thine eyes suffused in grief, 

IVhen I have Sc'iid that with autumnal grey 
Tlie touch of old hath iqjirkcd tliy father’s head; 
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That even the longest clay of life is brief, 

And mine is falling fast into the ycllovv leaf. 

Thy happy nature from the painful thought 
With instinct turns, and scarcely caust thou bear 
To hear me name the grave ; thou knowcst not 
How large a portion of my heart is there! 

The faces wliicli I loved in infancy 

Are gone; and bosom friends of riper ago, 

With whom T gladly talked of years to come, 
Summoned before me to their horitage. 

Are in the better world, hovond the tomb. 

And I have brethren there, and sisters dear, 

And dearer babes. I therefore needs must dwell 
Often ia thought with those whom still I love 
well. 
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LINKS ON THE IlARE-BELL. 

With drooping bells of clearest blue, 
Thou didst attract niy childish view, 
Almost resembling 
The azure butterflies that flew 
Wlicre on the heath thy blossoms grew. 
So lightly trembling. 

’Mid ruins crumbling to decay, 

Thy flowers their heavenly hues display, 
Still freshly springing; 

Where pride and pomp have passed away 
On mossy tomb and turret grey, 

Tjike friendship elingitig. 

Thccp Memory still delights to wear, 
Kntwining in her shadowy hair 
Thy simple blossom ; 

Chief when the wild autumnal air 
Thrills the flue chords of jay and care 
Along her bosom. 
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What time each brighter bloom arrayed 
In transient beauty is ilccaycd, 

And thou appeargst 
Alone beneath the hedge-row shade, 

Like joys that linger as tliey fade, 

TIlc last and dearesti 

Beneath even wintry tempests bleak, 

So faintly fair, so sadly meek, 

I ’vc seen tlice heiirliug ; 

Pale, as the pale blue veins tliat streak 
Consumption’s tliin, transparent check, 
With death-hues blending. 

Thou slialt be sorrow’s love and mine. 

The violet and the eglantine 
With spring are baiiidted ; 

In summer’s beam the roses shine, 

But I of thee my wreath will twine 
When these are vanished* 

i\ TAlVLEK* 


fiEXIUS, 

From heaven my strains begin ; from heaven descends 
The flame of genius to the human breast, 

And love and beauty, and poetic joy 
And inspiration* Ere tlie radiant sun 
Sprang from the cast, or ’mid the vault of night 
The moon suspended her screner lamp ; 

Ere mountains, woods, or strcanis adorned the globe, 
Or wisdom taught the sons of men her loro ; 

Then lived the Almighty One: ttien deep retired 
In his unfatliomed essence, viewed the forms, 

The forms eternal of created things ; 

The radiant sun, tlie moon’s nocturnal lamp. 
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The inouiitaiTis, woods, and streams, the rolling globe, 
And wisdom's mien celestial. From the first 
Of days, on them his love divine he fixed, 

His admiration; till in time complete, 

What he admired and loved, hb vital smile 
Unfolded iJito being. Hence the breath 
Of life informing each organic frame, 

Hence the green earth, and wild resounding waves; 
lienee light and shade altcrnato ; warmth and cold; 
And clear autumnal skies and vernal showers, 

And all the fair variety of things, 

Jliit not alike to every mortiil eye 
Is this givat scene unveiled. For since the claims 
Of social life, to dilferent labours urge 
The active powers of man ; with wise intent 
Tlie hand of nature on peculiar minds 
Imprints lulifllTent bias, and to each 
Decrees its pravince in the common toil, 

Tu some she taught the fabric of the sphere, 

The cliaiigelid moon, the circuit of the stars, 

The irohb ii zones of heaven : to some she ^avc 
To weigh tile inomeiit of eternal things, 

Of time, and space, and fate's unbroken chain, 

And will's fpiiek impulse: others by the liand 
She led o'er vales and mouiitaiiigj to explore 
What heali[ig virtue swells the tender veins 
Of herbs and dowers; or wliat the beams of mom 
Dra^v fortii, distilling from the elifted rind 
In balmy tears, Kut some to highiT hopes 
AV ere destined : some within a finer mould 
S!ic wrought, and teiupercd with a purer flame. 

To these tlic Sire Onmijiotcnt unfolds 
TIic w orld s harmonious volume^ there to read 
The transcript of himself. On every part 
They trace the briglit impressions of liis hand— 

In earth, or nir, the meadow's purple stores, 

The moon s mild radiance, or the virgin’s form, 
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Blooming with rosy smilesj they see portrayed 
That uncreated beauty, which delights 
The mind supreme* They also feel her channs ; 
Enamoured they partake the eternal joy. 

MiEKSim, 


SLEEP. 


What is it that stills the sigh of sorrow. 

And forbids her tears to flow ? 

That allows the desolate-hearted to borrow 
A transient relief from wo ? 

It is thou, sweet Sleep ! Oli then listen to me ! 
Be it but in thy dreams, w'hile I sing of thee. 

Could I embody the thoughts which now 
Pass my souPs living tablet ovef, 

No being more Ibvely and fair tfian thon. 

Before mortal eye could hover ; 

Not deathly and pale, like a spectre stealing 
On the slumherer whose eyes thy power is sealin 

lint a form full of beauty, of joy, and grace. 
And features with kindness bright, 

Such as a Rafaelle would love to trace 1 
A creature of glory and light, 

With a silvery cloud to clniateji each hue, 

Too radiant else, should arise to view. 

With an angel eye, and a brow that never 
Had been othef than meekly calm ; 

And lips which a soft smile seems to scveri 
Such as shed round a soothing charm ; 

With a step more liglit than zephyr’s sigh, 
Would I paint thee In loveliness passing by« 
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Such could 1 fancy thee, roving far 

Bcncatli the pale inooii^a glistening beam; 

Or the fainter liglit of iicaven's fairest star. 
Attended by many a shadowy dream ; 

Those purer visions in mercy given 

To si umbering souls when tliey dream of heaven ! 


Ily an infants coiicli I behold thee sit, 

Its widowed parent’s earthly treasure, 

And over its features like sunshine, flit 
Bright beams of lialf-ujicouscious pleasure ; 
Smiles of a sjvirlt that knows no fears, 

Such as belong not to after years. 


And then to its parent, disconsolate hearted 
liut for that duTiib, llioii turn’st; and lo I 
The iindried tear, which perhaps had started 
Before those eye!ids could slumber kmm, 

Like a dew-drop at morn is exhaled, in the union 
Of souls, stilt mingling in blest comniimioiu 


And last to t!ie bed of some dving saint 

1 can fancy thee gliding witii noiseless foot, 
Who, worn out with anguihli and ready to faint, 
Mrc thou drew'st nigh, Avas patiently mute, 
Tliou eomest; and straight on his closing lids 
Vails a spell, that protractcLl pain forbids. 


As soon as his eyes soft slumbers seal, 

He forgets all the anguish he felt before; 
And the glory his faded features reveal 
'fells whither his thoughts exulting soar. 
He seems to have cast off his mortal array. 
And walks in the light of a sunless day." 
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Must he awake upon ennli to prove 

The vision but cheated ? Oh! rather say^ 
That He, who is goodness, compassion, and love, 
Permits him in slumber to pass away ; 

And all in that dream he couhl feel or see, 

Is his, through a blissful eternity! 

n. uartos. 


ADDRESS TO THE JIOOX. 

“ Thou lovely moon !" cried Alfred as he roamed 
Across the trackless moor, all wide and waste, 
Bearing his infant child* Alswitha leaned 
Upon his arm, for they )iad wamlcred long, 

And it was night* “ Thou lovdj moim/* he cried. 
How calm thou art! thou joiirneyosjt on tliy way, 
N'or hccd'st tlic many mists that now imd then 
Awhile conceal thee ; for thou passus^t on, 

Casting thine eye disdainful, at Llic clouds, 

The low and acattcred chmds that fain would hide 
Thy majeaty, refulgent (iuecn of night! 

And have not I a mind, a better part! 

More vast than is yon orb ? an intellect 
That ranges uncon fined through time and space. 
Scorning their narrow limits! Wliat is this,— 

This thinking faculty ? this prisoueJ soul — 
Teeming with vast desires, that acts and plans 
Within me ? Is it not ere long ordained 
To cast aside its fetters, and assert 
Its native dignity ? I know it is! 

Ay, in those regions, where thou sittest enthroned 
In empyrean glory, lovely moon! 

I feel a sudden and mysterious calm 
Shoot through my frame, Tiiis miud will copy thee* 
(jo on, yc grovelling clouds ! increase in size 
And number! gather rounAny head and strive 
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To hide that light eternal! call the winds 
And tempest to your aid! yet undisturbed 
I will behold your impotence, and smile. 

Sorrows and pangs of frail humanity! 

Upon the wings of ages do ye fly, 

Fast the clouds of nighty whilst I shall live, 
Clad in the robe of immortality. 

When yon bright orb is quenched ! 

COTTLE, 


ClIAllITY. 

Did sweeter sounds adorn iny flowing tongue. 
Than ever man pronounced, or angel sung ; 

Had 1 all knowledge, human and divine, 

That thought can reach, or science can define ; 
And had 1 power to give that knowledge birth, 
In all the speeches of the babbling earth; 

Did Sbadiacli*s zeal my glowing breast inspire 
To weary ioitures, and rejoice in Are; 

Or had 1 fuilli like that which Israel saw, 

When Moses gave them miracles and law: 

Yet gracious Charity ! indulgent guest, 

Were not thy power exerted in my breast, 

Those speeches would send up unheeded prayer; 
That scorn of life would be but wild despair; 

A cymbars sound were better than my voice ; 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noise. 

Charity, decent, modest, easy, kind, 

Softens the high, and rears the abject, mind: 
Kuow^s with just reiiia and gentle hand to guide 
Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride; 

Not soon provoked, she easily forgives; 

And much she suffers, as she much believes. 
Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives; 

She btiilda our quiet, as she forms our livei; 

I 
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Lays tlic rough paths of peevish nature even, 

And opens in each Iicart a little heaven* 

Each other gift, Avhieli God on man bestows. 

Its proper bounds and due restriction knows : 

To one fixed purpose dedicates its power, 

And, finishing its act, exists no more. 

Thus, in obedience to what heaven decrees, 
Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease; 

But lasting Charity's more ample sway, 

Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay, 

In happy triumph shall for ever live, , 

And endless gOf>d diffuse, and endless praise receive. 

As througlt the artist’s intervening glass, 

Our eye observes the distant planets pass, 

A little wc discover, but allow^ 

That more remains unseen than art can show ; 

So while our mind its knowledge wviiihl improve, 

(Its feeble eye intent ou things above), 

High as wc may, we lift our reason up, 

By faith directed, and confirmed by hope; 

Yet are we able only to survey 
Hawjiings of beams, and promises of day. 

Heaven's fuller efllucncc mocks our dazzled sight; 
Too great its swiftness, and too strong its light* 

But soon the modiate clouds shall be dispelled; 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld* 

In all his robes, with all his glory on, 

Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Tlicii constant Faith and holy Hope shall die. 

One lost in certainty, and one in joy; 

Whilst thou, more happy power, fair Charity, 
Triumphant sister, greatest of the^three, 

Thy olHee and thy nature still the same, 

Lasting thy lamp, and unconsumed thy fiatne, 

Shalt still survive— 

Shalt stand before the host of heaven confessed, 

For ever blessing, and for ever blessedi^ 


PRioa, 
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TRUE WISDOM* 

Pronounce him blest my muse, whom wisdom guides 
In her own path, to her own heavenly seat; 

Tluough all the storms his soul securely glides, 

Nor can the tempests or the tides, 

That rise and roar around, supplant his stea*dy feet. 

Earth, you may let your gtjlden arrows fly, 

And seek m vam a passage to his breast; 

Spread all your painted toys to court his eye, 

He smiles, and sees them vainly try 

To lure his soul aj^ide from her eternal rest. 

Our bead-strong lusts, like a young fiery horse, 
Start, and flee raging ia a violent Lourse ; 

lie tames and breaks them,,manages and rides tliem, 

Checks their career, and turns and giiitles them, 

And bids his reason bridle their licentious force* 

Lord of hunself, he nde.s his wildest thoughts, 

And boldly acts what ealnily he designed, 

Wliile he looks down and pities human faulU; 

Nor can he ihink, nor can he find 
A plague like reigning passions, and a subject niimk 

Uut oil! ^tis miglity toil to reach this height. 

To vantjuish self is a laborious art; 

What inauly courage to sustain the fight, 

Tq bear the nobie pain, and part 
With tltose dear charming tempters rooted in the 
heart 1 


Hard; hut it may he done. Come heavenly fire, 
Come to my breast, and with one powerful ray, 
Melt off my lusts, my fetters : I can bear 
Awhile to be a tenant here, 

But not be chained and prisoned in a cage of clay* 



116 


THE LYRE. 


Heaven is my homcj and I must use my wings; 

Sublime above the globe my flight aspires; 

I have a soul was made to pity kings, 

And all their little glittering things; 

I have a soul was made for Infinite desires. 

Looscd*frotn the earth, my heart is upward flown ; 

Farewell, my friends, and alt that once was mine : 
Now, should you fix my. feet on Caesar's tlirome, 
Crown me and call the world my own, 

The gold that binds my brows could ne'er my soul 
confine. 

Thus I with angels live; thus half divine 
I sit on high, nor mind inferinr joys,: 

Filled witli his love I feel that God is mine, 

His glory is my great design, 

That everlasting project all my flioughts employs- 

WATTS. 


RETROSPECTION. 

There is in souls a sympathy with sounds, 

And as the mind is pitched the ear is pleased, 
With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave ; 
Some chord in unison with what we hear 
Is touched within ns, and the heart replies. 
How soft the music of those village bells, 
Falling at intervals upon the car, 

In cadence sweet; now dying all away, 

Now pealing loud again, and louder still, 

Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on [ 
With easy force it opens all the ceJIs 
Where memory slept Wherever 1 have heard 
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A kindred melody, the scene recurs, 

And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 

Such cornprclicnsivQ views the spirit takes, 

That in a fevv sliort moments I retrace, 
in a map the voyager his course, 

The windings of my way through many years* 

Short as in retrospect the journey seems, 

It scenicd not always short; the rugged path 
And prospect oft m dreary and foriorn. 

Moved many a sigh at its disheartening length. 

Yet feeling present evi!sj while the past 
Faintly impress the mind, or not at all, 

How readily v/c wish time spent revoked, 

That we might try the ground again, %vliere once 
(Through inexperience, as we now perceive) 

We missed that happiness we might have found 1 
Some friend is gone; perhaps his soif s best friend, 

A father, whose authority in sliow, 

When most severe, and mustering all its force, 

AVas but the graver countenance oflov^e; 

Whose favvjur, like the clouds of spring, might lower, 
And utter ntnv and tlieii an awTul voice, 

But had a blessing in its darkest frowm, 

Threatening at once and nourishing the plant. 

We loved, but not enough, the gentle hand 
That reared us. At a thoughlless age, allured 
By every gilded folly, we renounced * 

His sheltering siile, and wilfully forewent 
That converse, which we now in vain regret. 

How gladly would the man recal to life 
The boy’s neglected sire ! a mother too, 

That softer frieiul, perhaps more gladly still, 

Might he demand them at the gates of death* 
'Sorrow has, since they went, subdued and tamed 
The playful humour; he could now endure, 

Himself grown sober in the vale of tears, 

And feel a parent’s presence no restraint. 
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But not to uiulerstantl a treasure’s worth, 

Till time has stolen away the slighted good, 

Is cause of half the poverty wc feel, 

And makes the world the wilderness it is. 

The few who i)ray at all pray oft amiss, ^ 

And seeking grace to improve the prize they hold. 
Would urge a wiser suit than asking more* 

t'owpEn* 


HOPE IN DEATH. 

Upon mine ear, inetlioiight, at midnight hour. 

When all hesidc was still, there came a sound, 
Deep, full, and soIcttui, issuing from the ground; 

A cUonis swelled with wild, unearthly power, 

And fhU its burden “ Pilgrim of a day [ 

Few, dark, and evil shall thy hours be liere. 

Oft shall thy cheek be stained with earthly tear, 
And fliou in loneliness shrdt pass away, 

And join thy sleeping kindred/’—Ceased the strain 
But oil! wdint angel accents came tlicrc then! 

It was a voice from heaven : and again 
Intense I listened—Blessed are the men,” 

Tt Fiaid, “ that die in Jesus : for they rest 
From eVthly labours, and their souls arc blessed/^ 

ANON. 


ONLY BELIEVE,” 

0 how unlike the complex works of man. 
Heaven’s easy, artless, unencumbered plan ! 
No meretricious graces to beguile, 

No clustering ornaments to clog the pile; 
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From ostentation as from weakness free, 

It stands like the cerulean arch we sec, 

Majestic in its own simplicity. 

Inscribed above the portal, from afar 
Conspicuous as the brightness of a star, 

Legible only by the light they give, 

Stand the souUtjuickeniiig words —Ihtkve and Uve! 
Too many, shocked at what should charm them most, 
Despise the plain direction, and am lost. 

Heaven on such temis ! (they ery with proud disdain) 
Incredible, impossible, and vain I— 

Rebel, because ^t is easy to obey; 

And scorn, for its own sake, the gracious way. 

U'hcsc are t!ic sober, in wijose cooler brains 
Some thought of immortality icmains ; 

The rest, too busy or too gay to wait 
On the sad theme, their everiastiug state, 

Sport for a day, and perish in a night, 

The foam upon tlie waters not so light, 

fOWPKH. 


TO A SKULL* 

pcsLTted temple of the heaven-born spirit, 

Thy glory's gone, and thou art desolate ! 

Thy ruined shrines the greedy ivorms inherit, 

And pale corruption broods where reason sate ; 
Timers restless fingers have oifiiced each line, 

^riiat once proclaimed thy origin divine. 

How art thou spoiled that Avert ere while the abode 
Of passions strong, and sentiments refined ! 
Where burned the light kindled by highest God— 
A faint reflection of the Etenial Mind \ 

And magic fancy and excursive thought, 

Their various treasure to thy altar brought* 
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Of the strange motley crowd here fleetly ranging, 
No trace within these mouldering walls remains; 
Not one dim vestige rests of ever-changing 
Sorrows and joys, or hopes or fears or pains: 
Silent, in lone decay, no eclio tells 
Of aught once passing in these empty cells* 

Ah ! where are reason, thought, and feeling now ? 

The spirit where, that beamed in brightness here 
By all deserted, in tlie dust laid low, 

Is this poor relic. In some higher sphere 
Docs the immortal soul enlarge its powers, 

Dilate its being through uncounted hours ? 

When forced to quit its first and loved abode, 
Wondering and trembling at the sudden change. 
Along what aery, undiscovered road 

Did it first travel ? by what method strange ? 
Where did it find its earliest resting-place, 

And view admiring, realms of boundicss space ? 

Did angels bear it high and higher still, 

To tlie third heaven, the abode of Deity, 

Who dwells in brightness inconceivable, 

Encircled by tlie adoring family 
Of men redeemed, cherubs, and seraphim, 

Who fill his courts with a perpetual hymn? 

And does it then forget its earthly house, 

The tabernacle of decaying clay ? 

Does hope survive, and the blest spirit rouse 
To joyful expectation of the day 
When Power Divine shall from this ruin raise 
A glorious temple to his endless praise? 


C, T. gauntlett 
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THE MOTHEU* 

Lo ! at tlie couch where infant beauty sleeps. 

Her silent watch the mournful mother keeps ; 

She, while the lovely bahe nnconscious lies, 

Smiles on her slum berime child with pensive eyes, 
And weaves u sonj' of mehmeholy joy— 

" Sleep, image of thy father, sleep my boy: 

No lingering hour of sorrtjw shall be thine ; 

No sigh that rends thy father’s heart and mine; 
Jtright as his manly sire the son shall bo 
III form and soul; but .ih ! more blessed than he ! 
'Hiy fame, thy worth, thy filial love at last, 

Shall soothe his aching heart for all the past— 

With many a smile my sulitude repay, 

And chase the world’s ungenerous scorn away* 

And say, wheji summoned from the world and thee, 
I lay my licacl beneath the willow tree, 

Wilt thou, sweet monnier, at my stone appear, 

And soothe my parted spirit lingering near ? 

Oh, wilt thou come at evening hour, to jshed 
The tears of memory o’er my narrow bed; 

With aching temples on thy hand reclined, 

Muse on the lust farewell ] leave behind, 

Breathe a deep sigli to ivinds that murmur low, 

And think on all my love, and all my wo 
So speaks allection, ere the infant eye 
Can look regard, or hrighteii in reply. 

But when the cherub lip hatli learned to claim 
A mother’s ear hv that eiuleaniig name; 

Soon as the pluyi'ul innocent can prove 
A tear of pity, or a smile of love,' 

Or cons his nuirnuiring task beneath her care, 

Or lisps with holy look his evening prayer. 

Or gazing, mutely pensive, sits to hear 
The mournful ballad warbled in his ear; 
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How fondly loolis admiring liopo the while. 

At every artless tear and every smile! 

How glows ilje joyous parent to descry 
A guileless bosom, true to synipatliy ! 

CAMrBELL. 


THE SEASONS* 

■ 

These, as they change, Almighty Father, those, 

Arc hut the varied God. The rolling year 
Is full of thee. Fortli in the pleasing spring 
Thy beauty walks, thy tendon jess and love. 

Wide flush the fields; tlie soltening air is halm \ 
Echo the mountains round ; the threst smiles ; 

And every souse and every heart is joy. 

Then comes thy glorv in the summer months, 

With light anti heat refulgent. Then thy sun 
Shoots forth perfection through the sw'ollitig year! 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks ; 

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or failing ovo, 

JJy brooks and groves, in hollow-whispering gales. 
Thy bounty shines in autumn unconflnod, 

And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 

In winter awful Thou 1 with clouds and storms 
Around time thrown, tempest a*er tempest rolled, 
Majestic darkness! on tlio whirhvimrs "wing, 

Kidiug sublime, thou bkld'st the wocid adore, 

And humblest nature with ihy northern blast. 

Mysterious round ! what skill, wliat force divine. 
Deep felt, in those appear! a simplcj train. 

Yet so delightful, mixed with such kind art, 

Such beauty and beneficence combined ; 

Shadb, unperecived, so softening into shade; 

And all so forming an harmonious whole ; 

That as they still succeed, they ravish atill. 
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But wandering oft with brute unconscious ga^e, 

Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand, . 
That ever-busy, wheels the silent spheres; 

Works in the secret deep ; shoots, streaming thence 
'I'lie fair profusion tliat overspreads the spring ; 

Flings from ihc sun direct the flaming day ; 

Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempest forth ; 

And as on earth this grateful change revolves, 

Witli transport touches all the springs of life. 

Nature, attend! join every living soul 
Beneath the sjiacious temple of the 
In adoration join ; and ardent, raise 
One general song ! To Him, ye vocal gales, 

Breathe soft, whose spirit in your freshness breathes. 
Oh talk of Him in solitary glooms ! 

Where (/er the rock, the scarcely waving pine 
Fills the brown sluide with a religious awe< 

And ye, wiiose holder note is heard afar, 

AVho shake the .astoiiisljed world, lift high to heaven 
Tlie impetuous song, and say from whom yon rage* 
llis praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I muse along, 

Yc headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 

Yc softer floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale ; and thou majestic main, 

A secret world of wonders in thyself, 

Sound liis stupendous praise; whose greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings falh 
Soft roll your ineense, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
111 mingled clomls to Him, whose sun exalts, 

Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil paints- 
Ye forests bend, ye harvests wave to Him ; 

Breathe your still song into the reaper's heart. 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon, 

Yc that keep watch in heaven, as earth asleep 
Unconscious lies, effuse your mildest beams. 

Ye constellations, while your angels strike, 

Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 
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Great Source of Day ! best image here below 
,Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On nature write with every beam His piaisc. 

The thunder rolls ; be hushed the prostrate w’orld ; 
While cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 
Bleat out afresh, ye hills, ye mossy rocks, 

Retain the sound f tlic broad responsive lowe, 

Ye valleys, raise; for the Groat Sheplienl reigns ; 
And his umvfftrinfj kingdom yet will come^ 

Ye woodlands all, a^vake ; a boundless seng 
Burst from the groves! and when the restless day, 
Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep, 

Sweetest of birtls ! sweet Philomela ! charm 
The listening shades, and teach the night his praise* 
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation smiles. 

At once the he^wl, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn [ In swarming cities vast, 
Assembled men, to the daep organ join 
The long resounding voice, oft breaking clear, 

At solemn pauses, through the swelling bass ; 

And, as each mingling dame increases each, 

In one united ardour rise to heavcHi 
Or if you rather choose the rural shatlc, 

And find a fane in every sacred grove; 

TMfcre let the shepherd's flute, the virgin’s lay, 

The prompting seraph, and the poet’s lyre, 

Still aing the God of seasons, as llicy roll. 

For me, when 1 forget the darling theme, 

Whether the blossom blows, the summer-ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams, 

Or Winter rises in the blackening east; 

Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 

And dead to joy, forget my heart to beat! 

Should fate commund me to the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant, barbarous climes, 
Rivers unknown to song ; where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
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Flames on tbc Atlantic isles; 't is nought to me: 
Since Qoil is ever present, ever felt, 

In the void waste as in the city full; 

And where lie vital breathes there must be joy* 
When even ut last the solemn hour shall come, 
And wing my mystic flight to future worlds, 

I cheerful will obey ; there with new powers, 

Will rising wonders sing : I cannot gf) 

Where universal Love not smiles around, 
Sustaining all you orbs, and all their suns; 

From svGiiiiit^ evil still educing 

And better thence again, and better still, 

In iiiflnite p'.ogression* But 1 lose 
Myself in llliu, in Light ineirable ; 

Come then, expressive silence, muse IIis praise, 

THOMSON, 


THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

The cheerful supper done, "with serious face, 

They round the ingle form a circle wide; 

The Sire turns o'er with patriarchal grace, 

The big ha'-Bible, once his father’s pride : 

Ills bonnet reverently is laid aside, 

His lyart haflcts wearing thin and bare: 

Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide, 
lie wales a portion with judicious care ; 

And **Letus worship God,''' he says with solemn air. 

-I 

They chant their artless notes in simplest guise: 

They tunc tlteir hearts, by far the noblest aim; 
Perhaps Dundee’s wild warbling measures rise. 

Or plaintive Martyr’s, worthy of the name; 

Or noble Elgin’s beats the heavenward flamef 
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The sweetegt far of Scotians holy lays* 

Compared with these, Italian trills arc tame: 

The tickled cars no heartfelt raptures raise ; 

No unison liave they with our Creator’s praise. 

The pricst-Iike father reads tlie sacred jja^c, 

How Abraham was the friend of Cod on higli; 

Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wiige 
With Amalek’s ungracious progeny ; 

Or liow^ the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneath the stroke of heaven’s avenging ire ; 

Or Job’s pathetic plaint and wailing cry ; 

Or, rapt Isaiah’s wild, seraphic 

Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre* 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme, 

How guiltless blood for guilty man was shed ; 

How He, who bore in heaven llic second namej 
Had not on earth whereon to lay liis bearl ] 

How his first followers and servants sped; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many u laud ; 

How he> who lone in Patmos banished, 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 

And heard great Ha by ion’s doom pronounced in' 
Heaven's command. 

Then kneeling down, to Heaven’s eternal King, 

The saint, the father, and the husband prays: 

Hope springs exulting on triuinphaut wing,” 

That thus they all sliall meet in future days, 
Tliere, ever bask in uncreated rays ; 

No more to sigh, nor slied the hitter tear, 

Together hymning tlieir Creator’s praise, 

In such society, yet still more dear, 

While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere* 

Compared with this, how poor religion’s'pridc,^ 
lu all the pomp of method and of art. 
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Wlicn men display to congregations widc^ 
Devotion’s every gnicc except the heart! 

TJm l^Jwer, incensed, the pageant will desert, 
The poinpcHis truicj tlie s;icerdotal stole ; 

But liaplyj in some eott*ige far apart 
ilay liciir, ivcll-ploascd, tlic language of the soul. 
And in his book of life the inmates poor enrol* 

UORNK 


TO SARISSA, 

Bear tip, Snri^isa, through the nifiling storms, 

Of a voin vexing world : treatl down the cares, 
Tii<)se rugged llioi us that lie across the road, 

Nor spend a tear upon them. Trust the muse, 
Hlie sings exjiericiiced truth: this briny dew, 
U’liis rain of eyes will make tlie briars grow* 

We travelulirough a desert, and our feet 
Have measured a fair space, have left behind ^ 

A tliQiisaiul dangers and a tlionsand snares 
Well ’scaped. Adieu! ye honors of the dark, 

Ye finished labours, and ye tedious toils 
Of days and lumrs; the twinge of real smart, 

And the false terrors of ill-hodiug dreams 
Vanish together, be alike forgot, 

For ever blended in one common grave- 
Farewell, ye waxing and ye waning moons, 
That wc have watched behind the ilying clouds 
On uigliTs dark hill, or setting or ascending, 

Or in meridian height: then silence reigned 
O'er half the world; then ye beheld our tears, 

Yc witnessed mir complaints, our kindred groans, 
(Sad harmony !) while with your beamy horns, 
Or richer orb, ye silvered o’er the green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
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To mourners. Now ye have fulfilled your round, 

Those hours are fled, farewell. M ontlis that are gone 

Are gone for ever, and have borne away 

Each his own load. Our woes and sorrows passed^ 

Mountainous woes, still lessen as they fly 

Far off. So billows in a stormy sen, 

Wave after wave (a long siiccessinn) roll 
Beyond the ken of sight; the sailors safe. 

Look far astern till they have lost the stornij 
And shout their boisterous joys. A gentler muse 
Sings thy dear safety, and commands thy cares 
To dark oblivion; buried deep in night, 

Lose them, Sarissa, and assist my .song. 

Awake thy voice, sing how the slender line 
Of fate’s immortal Now, divides the past 
From all the future, with eternal bars 
Forbidding a return. The past temptations 
No more shall vex us ; every grief we feel 
Shortens the destined number ; every pulse 
Beats a sharp moment of the pain away, , 

And tljc last stroke will come. By swift degrees 
Time sweeps us olF, ami we shall soon arrive 
At life’s sweet period: Oh, celestial point 
That ends this mortal story! 

But if a glimpse of light with flattering ray 
Breaks through the clouds of life, or wandering fire 
Amidst the shades invite your doleful feet. 

Beware the dancing meteor; faithless guide, 

That leads the lonesome pilgrim wide astray 
To bogs, and fens, and pits, and certain death ! 
Should vicious pleasure take an angcl-form, 

And at a distance rise fay slow degrees, 

Treacherous to vtfiud herself into your Jieart, 

Stand firm aloof; ^or let the gaudy pltantom 
Too long allure your ga^c ; the just delight 
That heaven indulges, lawful must obey 
Superio: powers; nor tempt your thoughts too far 
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In slavery lo scnsej nor swell your hope 
To dangerom si^e. If it ajiproaeli your feet, 

And court your hand, forbid the intruding joy 
To sit too near your licart: still may our souU 
Claim kindred uilh the nor mix with dust 

Our hettcr-boni affccUons ; leave the globe 
A nc?t for worms, and imsteii to our Iiomc. 

Oh ! there are a:ardeus of the hiiul 

’rhat crown tlio hoa\cidv Kden's risiiitj liills 
With lil-auty and ivhli sweets ; no lurking iiiiscliiet 
Dwells in the fruit, nor sorjient tw-incs the hoiiglis ^ 
'I'be branches bend, Lulen with life and idiss, 
lli]>e for the l,istc ; but ’tis a sleep ascent: 

!l(dd fast the giddeii diaiu^ let dow’ii from hcavein 
''fwill help jour foet uiid wings ; I feel its force 
l)i,jw upwards ; fi.dened lo the pearly gate, 

It guides the way miming: happy diie 
Tlirough this dark,wild! 'Twaa wisJoin's noblest 
work, * 

All joined by pow'cr divine, and every link is love. 

W’AT I s. 

+ The 


THOUGH HE WAS RTCII, YET FOR OUR 
SAKhiS HE liKCAAlK POOR;’ 

For thou didst die for me, oh 1 Son of tiod ! 

J»y thee tlie tlinibbiug flesh of man was worn , 
Thy naked feet the thorns of sorroiv trad. 

Ami tempests heat thy liouscJcss head forlorn. 
'Jliou that wert wont to stand 
Alone, on God’s right band, 

Jiefore the ages were, the Eternal, Eldest-born, 

They dragged thee to the Roman’s solemn hall, 
Where the proud judge in purple spleudout sate; 
Thou stootPst a meek and patient criminal^ 

Thy doom of death from human lips to wait ;* 

K 
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Whose throne shall be the world, 

In final ruin hurled, 

With all mankind to hear their everlasting fate. 

Thou wert alone in that fierce multitudei 
When Crucify him yelled the general shouts 
No hand to guard thee mid those insults rude, 

Nor lips to bless thee in that frantiu rout; 

Whose lightest whispered word 
The Seraphim had lieard, 

And adamantine aims from all the heavens broke out. 

They bound thy tetnples with the twisted thorn, 
Thy bruised fect went languid on with pain'; 

The blood from all thy flesh with scourges torn, 
Deepened thy rohe of mockery’s crimson grain ; 
Whose native vesture bright 
Was the unapproached light, 

The sandal of whose ftot the rapid hurricane. 

Low bowed thy head convulsed, and drooped in 
death, 

Thy voice sent forth a sad and wailing ery ; 

Slow struggled from thy breast the parting breath, 
And evei^ limb was wrung with agony. 

That head, whose veiHess blaze 
Filled angels with amaze, 

When at that voice sprang forth the rolling suns on 
high* 

And thou wert laid within the narrow tomb, 

Tliy clay-cold limbs with shrouding grave-clothes 
bound; 

The sealed stone confirmed thy mortal doom, 

Lone watchmen walked thy desert burial-ground, 
Whom heaven could not contain, 

Not the immeasurable plain 
Of vast Infinity enclose or circle round* 
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For usj for ns, thou didst endure the pain, 

And thy meek spirit bowed itself to shame, 

To wash our souls from sin's infecting stain, 

To avert the Father's wrathful vengeance flame: 
Thou that could'st nothing wia 
Jty saving worlds from sin, 

Nor aught of glory add to thy all-glorious name* 

MILM4N. 


“THEY LAID HIM IN A SEPULCHRE; 
RUT nOD JiAISED HIM FROM 
THE DEAD/^ 

What scene is this ?—Amidst involving gloom, 

The moonlight lingers on a lonely tomb ; 

No noise disturbs the garden's hallowed hound, 

But the watch walking on their midnight round : 

Ah ! who lies here, with marred and bloodless mien. 
In whom no form or comclinesa is seen ; 

His livid limbs with nails and scourges tom, 

Ilis side transpierced, his temples ivreaChcd with 
thorn ? 

'T is He, the “ Man of Sorrows V He who bore 
Our sins and chastisement:—His toils arc o'er. 

On earth erewhile a suiferhig life he led, 

Here liath he found a place to lay his head; 

Ranked with transgressors he resigned his breath ; 
But with tlic rich he made his bed in deatlu 
Sweet is the grave where angels watch and weep ; 
Sweet is the grave, and sanctified his sleep; 

Rest, 0 niy spirit! by this martyred form, 

This wreck, that sunk beneath the Almighty storm, 
When floods of wrath, that weighed the world to hell, 
On him alone, in righteous vengeance fell; 

While men derided, demons urged life woes* 

And God forsook him,—till the awful close ; 

X 2 • 
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Then, in triumphant agony, he cried, 

—** T is finished!’’—bowed hts'sacred head, and died. 
Death, as he struck that noblest victim, found 
His sting was lost for ever in the wound; 

The Grave, that holds his corse, her riciiest prize, 
Shall yield him back, victorious, to the skies. 

He lives;—yc bats of steel! ye gates of brass ! 

Give way, and let the King of Glory pass ! 
lie lives ;—yc golden portals of the spheres ! 

Open, tlie Sun of Righteousness appears. 

He who alone in mortal conflict trod 
The mighty wine-press of the wrath of God, 

Ascends triumphant, hniiscd the serpent^s head,— 
Captive hy him Captivity is led ; 

Henceforth He reigns with undivided power, 

To Earth’s last bounds, to Nature’s final hour. 

UOXTOOMEILV. 


THE ASCENSION. 

" Toss up your heads, ye everlasting gates, 

And let the Prince of Glory enter in ! 

At whose brave volley of sidcrial states, 

The sun to blush, and stars grow pale wore seen ; 
When leaping first from cattli, ho did begin 
To climb his angel wings: tlicn open hang 
Your crystal doors !** So all the chorus sang 
Of heavenly birds, as to the starsihey nimbly sprang. 

Hark ! how the floods clap their applauding hands, 

, The pleasant valleys singing for delight; 

The wanton mountains dance about the lands, 

The while the fields, struck with the heavenly 
light, 

Set a]^ their flowers a smiling at the sight, 
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Tlie trees Jaugh ivith their blossoms, and the sound 
Of the triumphant shout of praise, that crowned 
The flaming Lamb, breaking through heaven hath 
passage found. 

Out leap the antique patriarchs, all in haste, 

To see the powers of hell in triumph led, 

And with small stars a garland iuterchased 
Of olive*leaves they bore to crown liis liead, 

That was before Avith thorns degloried; 

After them flew the prophets, brightly atolcd 
III shilling lawn, and wimpled manifold, 

Striking tlicir ivory harps, strung all in cards of gold. 

T'o Avliich the saints victorious carols sung, 

Ten thousand saints at once, that with the sound 
The hollow vault of hcaA'^en for triumph rung: 

The cherubim their clamours did confound 
With all the rest, and clapt their wings around : 
Down from their tlirones the dominations flow, 

And at his feet their crowns and sceptres throw', 

And all the princely souls fell on tlieir faces low» 

Nor can the martyrs' W'ouiids them stay behind, 

But out they rush among the heavenly crowd, 
Seeking their lieaveu out of their lieaveii lo find, 
Sounding their silver trumpets out so loud, 

That the shrill noise broke tlirou^h the starrv 
cloud. 

And all the virgin souls in pure array, 

Came dancing forth, and making joyous play : 

So Him they led along into the courts of day. . 

GILES FLETCHER. 
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THE 

CHRISTIAN TO THE UNBELIEVER. 

To you tlie beauties of the autumnal year 
Make mournful emblems, and vou think of man 
Doomed to the grave’s long winter, spirit broke, 
Bending beneath the burthen of his years, 
Sense-dulled and fretful, full of aches and pains. 

Yet clinging still to life. To me they show 
The calm decay of nature, when the mind 
Retains its strength, and in the languid eye 
Religion’s holy hopes kindle a joy 
That makes old age look lovely. All to you 
Is dark and cheerless; you in this fair world 
See some destroying principle abroad, 

Air, earth, and water, full of living things 
Each on the other preying 5 and the ways 
Of man, a strange perplexing lahyrinth, 

Where crimes and miseries, each producing each, 
Render life loathsome, and destroy the hope 
That should in death bring comfort. Oh, my friend 
That thy Gsiith were as mine! that thou couldst see 
Death still producing life, and evil stilb 
Working its own destruction; eouhlst behold 
The strifes and tumults of tliis troubled world 
With the strong eye that aces the promised day 
Dawn through this night of tempest! all things then 
Would minister to joy; then should thy heart 
Be healed and harmonized, and thou shouldst feel 
God, always, every where, and all in all. 


SOUTHEY. 
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“THE MEMORY OF THE JUST IS 

BLESSED*" 

Oh 1 doubt not thy memory livetb 
In the hearts of survivors on earth ; 

And soothing the pleasure it giveth, 

To mourners who muse on thy worth. 

We had hopes it was pleasure to nourish, 

Then how should our sorrow be mute! 

That those bright buds of genius would flourish, 
And burst into blossoms and fruit. 

But our hopes and our prospects arc shaded; 

For the plant that inspired them hath shed 

Its foliage, all green and unfaded, 

Ere the beauty of sj^ring-time hath fled. 

Like foam on the ccest of the billow. 

Which sparkles and sinks from the si gilt; 

Like the leaf of the wind-shaken willow, 

Though transiently, bcauteously bright: 

Like dew-drops exhaled as they glisten ; 

Like perfume which dies soon as shed; 

Like melody hushed as we listen ;— 

Is memory's dream of the dead^ 

Redeemed by the God who first made thee, 

Unto whom be the glory alone : 

With the tree of life only to shade thee 
From the brightness eticircling his throne; 

Henceforth thou art ranked with the daughters 
To whom the “ new song" hath been given ; 

Whose voice, like the voice of vast waters, 

Everlastingly echoes in heaven, eahton. 
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DESCRIPTION OF THE MINSTREL. 

The wight, whose tale these artless lines unfold, 

Was all the oftspring of this humble pair: 

His birth no oracle nor seer foretold; 

No prodigy appeared in eartli or air, 

Nor aught that might a strange event declare. 

You guess each circumstance of Edwin’s birth ; 

The parents’ transport and the parents' care ; 

The gossips* prayer for wealth, and wit, and worth ; 
And one long summer-day of indolence autl mirth. 

And yet poor Edwin was no vulsjar hoy, 

Deep thought oft seemed to fix his infant eye. 
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 

Save one short pipe of rudest minstrelsy: 

Silent when glad; aiFectionntc, thougli shy ; 

And now Ids look was most demurely sad; 

And now he laughed aloud^yct none knew why. 
The neighbours stared ami sighed, yet blessed the lad ; 
Some deemed him wondrous wise, and some believed 
him mad. 

But why should I his childish feats disjilay ? 

Concourse, and noise, and toil, he ever fled; 

Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fray 
Of squabbling imps; but to the forest sped, 

Or roomed at large the lonely mountain's hea^l, 

Or, where the maze of some bewildered stream 
To deep untrodden groves his footsteps led, 

There would he wander wild, till Pliocbus' hcam, 
Shot from the western cllfF, released tlie weary team. 

The exploit of strength, dexterity, or speed, 

To him nor vanity nor joy could bring; 
ilia heart, from cruel sport estranged, would bleed 
To work the wo of any living thing 
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By trap, or net; by arrow, or by sling ; 

These he cletestod ; those he scorned to wield : 

He wis)\ed to he the guardian, not the king, 
Tyrant far less, or traitor of the field ; 

And saw the sylvan reign unbloody joy might yield. 

ho 1 when the stripling, wrapt in wonder, woos 
Beneath the prcfipicc overhung wdth pine, 

And sees on high, ainul the tncirding groves, 

From cliir to clilf the foaming torrents shine ; 
Wliilq waters, Avoods, and winds, in concert join, 
And echo swells the chorus to the skies— 

Would Efhvio lliis majestic scene resign, 

For aught the InnitsiiKm^s puny craft supplies ? 

All! no: he better knows great nature’s charms to 
prize* 

And oft he traced the uplands, to survey. 

When o’er the sky advanced the kindling daAvn, 
The crimson cloud, liluc main, anti niouiitnin grey, 
And lake, dim-gleaming on the smoky lawn ; 

Far to the west, the long, long vale withdrawn, 
Whore twilight loves to linger for a while ; 

And now he fiiiutiy kens the hounding fawn, 

And villager abroatl at early toil. 

Hut lo ! tlie sun appears! and licavcn, earth, ocean, 
smile. 

And oft the cr,nggy clilf he loved to climb, 

Wlicn all in mist the Avorld below was lost* 

Wliat dreadful pleasure ! there to stand sublime, 

Tjike shipwrecked iiiavincr on desert coast, 

And view the cuormouG waste of vapour, tost 
In billows, lengthening to the horizon round, 

Now scooped i n gulfs, with mountains now emhoas'd! 
And hear the voiee of mirth and song rebound, 
Flocks, herds, and water-falls, along the hoar profound. 
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In truth lie was a strange and wayward wight, 
fond of each gentle and each drcadfiil scene* 

In darkness, and in stonn, he found delight: 

Nor leas, than when on ocean-wave serene, 

The southern sun diffused tiis daaaling shcnc* 
Even sad vicissitude amused his soul: 

And if a sigh would sometimes intervene, 

And down hU cheek a tear of pity rail, 

A sigh, a tear so sweet, he wished not to eontroL 

BRATTfl-J. 


EPISTLE 

TO AN AFFllCTED l»ROTESTANT LADY IN FRANCE. 

Madam, a stranger's purpose in these lays. 

Is to congratulate, and not to praise. 

To give the creature the Creator's due 
Were sin in me, and an oifence to ycAU 
From man to man, or eVm to woman paid, 

Praise is the medium of a knavish trade \ 

A coin by craft for folly’s use designed, 

Spurious, and only current with the blind* 

The path of sorrow, and that path alone, 

Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown; 

No traveller ever reached that blessed abode, 

Who found not thorns and briars in his road. 

The world may dance along the flowery plain, 
Cheered as they go, by many a sprightly strain; 
Where nature has her mossy velvet spread, 

With unshod feet they yet securely tread; 
Admonished, scorn the caution and the friend, 

Bent all on pleasure, heedless of its end* 

But He who knew what human hearts would prove, 
How slow to learn the dictates of his love ; 
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Tbatj hard by nature, and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease would make them harder still; 

Tti pity to the souls his grace designed 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind, 

Called for a cloud to darken all their years, 

And said, “ Go, spend them in a vale of tears." 
Oh balmy gales of soul-reviving air ! 

Oh salutary streams tluit murmur there! 

These flowing from the fount of grace above. 
Those breathed from lips of everlasting love* 

The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys, 

Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys ; 
All envious w^orJd will interpose its frown 
I'o mar delights superior to its own [ 

And many a pang experienced still within, 
Reminds them of their hated inmate Sin ; 

Ilut ills of every shape and every name, 
Transformed to blessings, miss tlicir cruel aim ; 
And every moment’s calm within the breast. 

Is given ill earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, be not sad, although thy lot be cast 
Tar from tlie flock, and in a boundless waste! 
No shepherds’ tents within thy view ajijioar, 

But the chief Shepherd even there is near; 

Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strmii 
Flow in a foreign land, but not in vain; 

Thy tears all issue from a source divine, 

And every drop bespeaks a Saviour thine— 

So once in Gideon’s fleece the dews were found, 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around. 


COWPEK. 
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SUNDAY, 

O Day TTiost calm, most lirightj 
The* fruit of thiSj the next world*» bud, 
The indorsement of supreme delight, 
Writ by a friend, and with his blood; 
The couch of time, carets balm and bay : 
The week were dark, but for Ihy light ; 
Thy torch doth shew the way. 

The other days and thou 
Make up one man ; whose face Hum art, 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow : 

The worky-days are the back part: 

The burden of the week lies there. 
Making the whole to stoop and bow, 

Till thy release appear, 

Man had straight-forward gone 
To endless death; but thou dost pull 
And turn us round, to look on One, 
Whom, if wc were not very dull. 

We could not choose but look on still; 
Since there is no place so alone, 

The which he doth not fill. 

Sundays the p^lars arc, 

On which heaven*s palace arched lies: 
The other days fill up the spare 
And hollow room with vanities. 

They are the fruitful beds and borders, 
In God's rich garden: that is bare. 
Which parts their ranks and orders. 

The Sundays of man’s life, 

Threaded together on time’s string, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 
Of the eternal glorious K ing. 
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Oil Stmday heavtiii's gate stands ope; 

Blessings arc plentifuJ and rife— 

More plentiful than hope. 

This day my Saviour rosc^ 

And did enclose this light for his ; 

That, as each heast his manger knows, 

Man might not of his fodder miss. 

Chriijt hath took in tliis piece of ground. 

And made a garden there, for those 
Who want herbs for their wound. 

The Uesi of our creation 
Our great itodeenier did remove 
With the same shake, which at his passion 
Did the earth and all things with it move : 

As Sampson bore the doors away, 

Clirist's hands, though nailed, wrought our sal¬ 
vation, 

And did unhinge that day. 

The brightness of tliat day 
Wo sullied by our foul ofleuee j 
Wherefore that robe we cast away, 

Having a new at his expense, 

Whose drops of blood paid the full price 
That was reciuircd to make us gay. 

And ht for paradise. 

Thou art a day of mirili; 

And where the week-days trail on ground, 

Thy flight is higher, as thy hirth : 

O let me take thee at the hound, 

Leaping with thee from seven to seven, 

Till that wo both, being tossed from earth, 

Fly hand in liand to heaven* 


HEUBEUT. 
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THE PLEASURES ARISING FROM A 
CULTIVATED IMAGINATION, 

Oh, blessed of Heaven^ whom not the languid songs 

Of luxury, the Syren! not the bribes 

Of sordid wealth, nor all the gaudy spoils 

Of pageant honour, can seduce to leave 

Those ever-blooming sweets, which from the store 

Of nature, fair imagination cults 

To charm the enlivened soul! Wliat though not all 

Of mortal offspring can attain the height 

Of envied life ; though only few possess 

Patrician treasures or imperial state: 

Yet nature's care, to all her children just, 

With richer treasures and an ampler state 
Endows at large wluitcver happy riiau 
Will deign to use them, llis the ciLy^s pomp, 

The rural honours his ; whate'er adorns 
The princely dome, the column and the arch, 

The breathing marbles and the sculptured gold, 
Beyond the proud possessor’s narrow claim, 

His tuneful breast enjoys* For liim the spring 
Distils her dews, and from the silken gem 
Its lucid leaves unfolds \ for him the hand 
Of autumn tinges every fertile branch 
With blooming gold, and blushes like the morn* 
Each passing hour sheds tribute from her wings; 
And still new beauties meet bis lonely walk, 

And loves unfelt attract him* Not a breeze 
Flies o'er the meadow, not a cloud imbibes 
The setting sun's effulgence, not a strain 
From all the tenants of the warbling shade 
Ascends, but whence his bosom can partake 
Fresh pleasure, unreproved* Nor thcucc partakes 
Fresh pleasure only : for the attentive mind, 

By this harmonious action on her powers, 

Becomes herself harmonious: wont so off 
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In QUtwarJ things to meditate the charm 
Of sacred order^ soon she seeks at home 
To find a kindred order, to exert 
Within herself this elegance of love, 

This fair-inspired delight: her tempered powers 
Uefme at length, and every passion wears 
A chaster, milder, more attractive mien. 

But if to ampler prospects, if to ga^se 

On nature's form, where negligent of all 

These lesser graces, she assumes the port 

or that eternal Majesty liiat weighed 

The world^s foundations ; if to these the mind. 

Exalta her daihig eye, then mightitT far 

Will be the change and nobler. Would the forms 

Of servile custom cramp her generous powers ? 

Would sordid policies, the barhamua growth 

Of ignorance and rapine, bow her down 

To tame pursuits, to indolence and fear? 

Lo ! she appeals to nature, to the winds 
And tolling waves, the sull^s unwearied course, 

The elements and seasons: all declare 
For what the eternal Maker has ordained 
The powers of man: we feel within ourselves 
Ills energy divine: he tells the heart. 

He meant, he made us to behold and love 
What he beholds ajid loves, the general orb 
Of life and being; to be great like him, 

Beneficent and active. Thus the men 

Whom nature’s works can charm, with God himself 

Hold converse; grow familiar, day by day, 

With his conecpliDns; net upon his plan ; 

And form to his, the relish of thek souls. 


akensidk. 
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HENIIY THE FOURTirS SOLILOQUY 

ON SLEEP. 

How many thousamls of my pooreat subjects, 

Are at this hour asleep ! O gentle Sleep, 

Nature^s soft nurse, how have I fri^litcd thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my cycHtlij down, 
And steep my senses in forgutfulness! 

Why rather, Sleep, liest thou in smoky crihs, 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 

And hushed with bu^zi g night-flies lo thv slumber ; 
Than in the perfumed clmml>crs of the giViU, 

Under the canopies costly state, 

And lulled with sounds of sweetest melodv? 

■ 

O thou dull god. why liest t> ou with the idle, 

In loathsome beds, ai X leavesL tlie singly coucIj 
A watch-casc to a coiu.?ion lanim-bd ’! 

Wilt thou, upon the liJgh and giddy mast, 

Seal up the ship-boyeyes and rock his brains, 

In cradle of the rude imperious surge; 

And in the visitation of the winds, 

Who take the rulKan billow's ))y the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deafening clamours lu the slippery shrouds, 
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes: 

Can^st thou, O partial Sleep, give thy repose 
To the Tvet sea-hoy in an hour so rude \ 

And, in the calmest and the stillest night. 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king? Then, happy lowly clown ; 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 


SlIAKST'BARl,. 
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ELEGY, 

WRITTEK IN A COUNTRY dlURCtl-YARO- 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herd winds slowly o^er the lea, 

The ploughman homeward plods liis weary way, 
And leaves the w'orld to darkness and to me* 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save w'hcrc the beetle wheels his drony flight, 

And drowsy tiuklings lull the distant folds; 

Save that from yonder ivy-maiitled tower, 
rhe moping owl does to the moon complain 
or such, as, i-vandcring near her secret bower. 
Molest her atU'icnt, solitaiy reign. 

ISeiicath those rugged elms, tint yew-tree^s shade. 
Where licaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 

I'he rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep, 

The breezy call of in cense-breathing morn, 

The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed, 
The eoeVs shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No mare shall rouse them from their lowly bed; 

For tliem no more the blazing hearth shall burn, 

Or busy housewife ply her cvening*carc; 

No children run to lisp their sire's return, 

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

■ 

Ofl. did the harvest to their sickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke; 
flow jocund did they drive their team a-ficid! 
flow bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke! 

L 
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Let not Ambition mock tlicir useful toil, 

Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile, 

The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 

Await alike the inevitable hour ^ 

The i)aths of glory lead hut to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault. 

If memory o'er their tombs no trophy raise, 

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can storied um, or animated bust. 

Hack to its mansion call the fleeting breath ? 

Can Honour’s voice ]5rovokc the silent dust, 

Or Flattery soothe the dull, cold ear of Death ? 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 

Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed,. 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 

Rich with the spoils of Time, did ne'er unrol; 

Chill Penury repressed their noble rage. 

And froze the genial current of the soul: 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 

The dark unfatligmed caves of Ocean bear; 

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air* 

■ 

Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast, 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood; 

Some mute, inglorious Milton here may rest, 

Borne Cromwell, guiltless of his country*s blood. 
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The applause of listening senates to command, 

Tlic threats of pain and ruin to despise, 

To scatter plenty o*eT a smiling land, 

And read their history in a nation's eyes, 

Tlicir lot forbade; nor circumscribed alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined ; 
l''orbade to wude through slaughter to a throne, 

And slmt the gates of mercy on mankind; 

TJic struggling pangs of conscious trntli to hide, 

To i|uencli the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

Or heap the shviiie of luxury and pride. 

With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame* 

Tar from the madding crowd's ignoble strife 
Tlicir sober wishes never learned to stray; 

Along the cool, setiuestered vale of life, 

They kept tlie noiseless tenor of their way. 

Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect, 

Some frail memorial still erected nigh. 

With imcoutli rhymes and shapeless sculpture decked 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh* 

Tlicir name, tlicir years, spelt by the iinlettiTod Muse 
The place of fame and elegy supply ; 

And many a holy text around she strews, 

To teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who, lo dumb forgetfulness a prey, 

This pleasing, anxious being e'er resigned ; 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day. 

Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind ? 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 

Some pious drops tlie closing eye requires; 

K'en from tlie tomb the voice of nature cries, 

K'eii ill our ashes live their wonted fires* 

l2 
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For thee, who mindful of the iinhonourcd dead, 
Dost in these lines their artless talc relate ? 

If eliancc by lonely contcinplation led, 

Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate, 

Haply sonic hoary-headed swain may say, 

" Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn, 
Brushing with hasty steps the dew away, 

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn, 

“ There, at the foot of yonder nodding hccch. 

That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high. 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch, - 
And pore upon the hrook that bubbles by. 

Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove ; 
Now drooping, woful, wan, like one forlorn, 

Or crazed with care, or crossed in Jiopelcss love. 

One morn I missed him on the accustomed hill, 
Along the heath, and near the favourito tree; 
Another came, nor yet beside the rill, , 

Nor up the lawn,^ nor at the wood was he; 

“ The next with dirges due, in sad array, 

Slow through the church-way path wc saw him 
borne; 

Approach and read—for thou canst read—the lay, 
Graved on the stone, beneath yon aged thorn.” 

THE EPITAPH. 

Here rests Ms head upon the lap of earth, 

A youth, to fortune and to fame unknown; 

Fair Science frowned not on his humble birth, 

And Melancholy marked him as her own. 
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J^arge was his bounty, and his soul sincere, 

Heaven did a recompense as largely send; 

He gave to misery all he had—a tear, 

He gained from heaven,—"twas all he wished,— 
a friend* 

No farther seek his merits to disclose, 

Or draw his frailties from tbeir dread abode ; 

There they alike in trembling hope repose, 

The bosom of his father and his God, 

OKAY. 


LAVINIA. 

The lovely young Lnviuia once had friends. 

And fortune smiled deceitful on her birtli: 

For, in her helpless years, deprived of nil. 

Of every stay, save iiinoeeiice and heaven, 

She, witli her widowed mother, feeble, old, 

And poor, lived in a cottage far retired 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 

Uy solitude and deep surrounding shades, 

Rut more by bashful modesty, concealed. 

Together thus they shunned the cruel scorn 
Which virtue sunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy passion, and low-minded pride; 

Almost on Nature's common bounty fed, 
like the gay birds that sung them to repose. 
Content, and careless of to-morrow's fare. 

Her form was fresher than the morning rose, 

When tlie dew wets its leaves; unstained and pure, 
As is the lily, or the mountain snow. 

The modest virtues mingled in her eyes, 

Still m\ the ground, dejected, darting all 
Their humid beams into^the blooming flowers; 
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Or, when the mournful talc her mother toJd, 

Of what her faithless fortune promised once, 
Thrilled in her thought, they, like the dewy star 
Of evening, shone in tears, A native grace 
Sat fair-pro port toned on her polished limbs, 
Veiled in a simple robe, their best attire. 

Beyond the pomp of dress : for loveliness 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament, 

But is, when unadorned, adorned the most. 
Thoughtless of beauty, she was bcauty^s self. 
Recluse amid the close embowering woods: 

As in the hollow breast of Appenine, 

Beneath the shelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle rises, far from human eye. 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o^er the wild ; 
So flourished, blooming and unseen by all, 

The sweet Lavinia ; till at length compelled 
By strong necessity's supreme command, 

With smiling patience in her looks, she went 
To glean Palcmon’s fields* The pride of swains 
Palcmon was, the generous and the rich ] 

Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, such as Arcadian song 
Transmits from ancient, uncorrupted times; 
When tyrant custom had not shackled man, 

But free to follow nature was the mode. 

He then his fancy with autumnal scenes 
Amusing, chanced beside his reaper train 
To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye ; 
Unconscious of her power, and turning quick^ 
With unaffected blushes from his gaze : 

He saw her charming, but he saw not half 
The charms her downcast modesty concealed. 

And ait thou then Acasto’s dear remains ? 
She whom my restlesa gratitude lias sought 
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So long in vain ? 0, yes! t!ie very same, 

The softened image of my noble friend, 

Alive^ hi-s every look, hh every feature, 

More elegantly touehed. Sweeter than spring! 

Tliou solo surviving blossom from the root 
That nourished up my fortune ! say, alt where, 

In what sequestered desert, hast thou drawn 
The kindest aspect of delighted heaven, 

Into such beauty spread and blown so fair? 

Though povertycold wind, and crushing rain, 

Heat keen and heavy on tliy tender years, 

O, let me now, into a richer soil 

Transplant thee safe ! where vernal suns and showers 

DilFiisc their warmest, largest iiiflucnce; 

And of my garden be the pride and joy ! 

Ill it befits thee, oh, it ill befits 
Acasto's daughter, his, whose open stores. 

Though vast, were little to bis ampler heart. 

The father of a country, thus to pick 
The very refuse of those harvest fields, 

Which from Iris bounteous friendship J enjoy. 

Then tlirow that shameful pittance from thy hand, 
But ill-applied to such a rugged task; 

The fields, the master, alt, my fair, are thine, 

If to the various blessings which thy house 
Has on me lavished, thou wilt add that bliss, 

That dearest bliss, the pow-er of blessing thee.” 

Won by the charm 
Of goodness irresistible, and all 
In sweet disorder lost, she blushed consenti 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 

While, pierced with anxious thought, she pined 
away 

The lonely moments for Lavima's fate: 

Amazed, and scarce believing what she heard, 

Joy seized her withered veins, and one bright gleam 
Of setting life shone on her evening hours; 
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Not less enraptured than the happy pair; 

Who flourished long io tender bliss, and reared 
A uumeroua offspring, lovely like theniaelvca, 

And good, the grace of all the country round. 

THOMSON, 


“THE TRUTH SHALL MAKE YOU FREE 

He is the freeman whom the truth makes free^ 

And all are slaves besides. There not a chain 
That hellish foes, confederate for his harm, 

Can wind around him, but he casts ft ofl. 

With as much case as Sampson his green withes. 
He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of nature, and tliough poor perhaps, compared 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 
Calls the delightful scenery all his own* 

His arc the mountains, and the valleys his, 

And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy, 

With a propriety that none can feel, , 

But who, with fllial confidence inspired, 

Can lift to heaven ah unpresumptuous eye, 

And smiling say ,—My Father made tlicm all! 

Are they not his by a peculiar right, 

And by an emphasis of interest his. 

Whose eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 

Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted mind 
With.worthy thoughts of that unwearied love, 

That planned and built, and still upholds, a world 
So clothed with beauty for rebellious man f 
Yes-^ya may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot ; hut ye will not find 
In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 

A liberty like his, who, unimpcached 
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Of usurpEitioB, and to no man’s wrong, 
Appropriates Nature as his Father’s work, 

Anil has a richer use of yours thaji you. 

He IS indeed a freeman. Free by birtii 
Of no mean city ; planned or ere the hills 
AVere built, the fountains opened, or the sea, 

With all the roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is the same in every state; 

And no condition of this changeful life, 

So manifold in caies, wliose every day 
Brings its own evil with it, makes it less ; 

For hu has wings, that neither sickness, pain, 

Nor penury, can (Tipple or confine. 

No nook so narrow but he spreads them there 
With ease, and is at large. The oppressor holds 
His body bound, but knows not what a range 
His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain ; 

And that to bind lilm is a vain attempt, 

Whom God delights in, and in wliom he dwells- 

. eOWPLR. 


ALL NATURE PROCLAIMS A DEITY- 

AerjUaint thyself with God, if thou would’ st taste 
His works. Admitted once to his embrace, 

Thou shalt perceive that thou wast blind btfore: 
The soul that secs Ilimf or receives sublimed 
New faculties, or learns at least to employ 
More worthily the powers she owned before, 
Discerns in all things ^what, with stupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlooked, 

A ray of heavenly light, gilding all forms 
Terrestrial, in tlie vast, and the minute, 

The unambiguous footsteps of the God, 

Who gives its lustre to an insect’s wing, 
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And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with Heaven, she often holds, 
With those fair mmisters of light to man, 

That fill the skies nightly witJi silent pomp, 

Sweet conference, Inquires what strains were they 
With which heaven rang, when every star, in haste 
To gratulate the new-created earth, 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of fiod 
Shouted for joy.—Tell me, ye shining hosts, 

That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 
llencath a vault unsullied with a cloud, « 

If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to man, 

And systems, of whose birth no tidings yet 
Have reached this nether world, ye spy a race 
Favoured as ours, transgressors from tlie womb. 
And liasting to a grave, yet doomed to rise, 

And to possess a brighter heaven than yours ? 

As one, who long detained on foreign shores, 

Pants to return, and when he afar 
His country’s weather-bleached and battered,rocks, 
From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 
Radiant with joy towards the happy land ; 

So I with animated hopes behold, 

And many an aching wish, your beamy fires, 

That show like beacons in the blue abyss, 

Ordained to guide the embodied spirit home 
From toilsome life to never-ending rest. 

Love kinillcs as I gaze. I feel desires, 

That give assurance of their own success, 

And that, infused from heaven, must thither tend. 

t'OWrKH. 
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THE CAPTIVE BROTHERS- 

He faded, Tmd so calm and meek, 

8o softly worn, so sweetly weak, 

So tearless, yet so tender, kind, 

And grieved for those he left behind; 
With all the while a check whose bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb. 

Whose tints as gently sunk away 
Asa departed rainbow's ray; 

An eye of most transparent light, 

That almost made the dungeon bright l 
A nd not a w^ord of murmur, not 
A groan o'er his untimely lot \ 

A little talk of better days, 

A little hope my own to raise, 

For I was sunk in silence, lost 
111 tins sad loss, of all the worst* 

And then the sighs he would suppress, 
Of fainting nature's feebleness, 

More slowly drawn, grew less and less* 
A light broke in upon my brain, 

It was the carol of a bird; 

It ceased and then it came again, 

The sweetest song ear ever heard, 

And mine wa^ thankful, till my eyes 
Ran over with the glad surprise, 

And they that moment could not see 
I was the mate of misery: 

But then by slow degrees came hack 
My senses to their wonted track ; 

I saw the dimgeon-walls and floor 
Close slowly round me as before ; 

I saw the glimmer of the sun. 

Creeping as it before had done; 

But through the crevice where it came, 
That bird was perched, as fond, as tame, 
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And tamer than when on the tree ; 

A lovely bird with aztite wLngs^ 

And song that said a thousand things, 

And seemed to say them all for me; 

I never saw its like before, 

I neW shall see its likeness more : 

It seemed like me to want a mate, 

But was not half so desolate ; 

And it was come to love me, when 
None lived to love me so again, 

And cheering from my dungeon’s brink 
Had brought me back to feel and think. 

I know not if it late were free, 

Or broke a cage to perch on mine, 

But knowing well captivity, 

Sweet bird! I could not wish for thinCi 
Or if it were in winged guise, 

A visitant of Paradise; 

For Heaven forgive the thought, the while 
Which made me both to weep and smile ; 

I sometimes deemed that it might be 
My brother’s soul come back to me. 

But then at last away it flew, 

And then ’t was mortal, well I,knew ; 

For he would never thus have flown, 

And left me twice so doubly lone; 

Lone as the corse within the shroud, 

Lone as a solitary cloud, 

A single cloud on a summer’s day 
When all the rest of heaven is clear, 

A frown upon the atmosphere, 

That hath no business to appear 
When skies are blue, and earth is gay* 


BYnOTft 
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ADAM’S MORNING HYMN, 

These arc thy glorious works, Parent of Good ! 
Almighty ! thine this universal frame. 

Thus wondrous foir 1 thyself how wondrous then! 
Unspeakable ! who sittest above these heavens, 

To ns invisible, or dimly seen 
In these tliy lowest workfi : yet these declare 
Thy goodness beyond thought, and power divine, 
Speak ye, who best can tell, ye sons of light, 

Angels ! for yc behold him, and with songs 
And choral symphonies, day without night 
Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in heaven, 

On earth, join all ye creatures, to extol 

Him first. Him last, Him midst and without end. 

Fairest of stars! lust in the train of night! 

If better thou belong not to the daw^n. 

Sure pledge of day, that crown’st the smiling mom 
AVith tliy bright circlet, praise him in thy sphere, 
AVhilc day arhes, that sweet hour of prime. 

Thou suil, of tliis great world both eye and soul. 
Acknowledge him thy greater, sound Ins praise 
In thy eternal course, both when thou climb’st, 

And when high noon hast gained, and wlicn thou 
fairst: 

Moon, that now mcct’st the orient sun, now fiicst 
With the fixed stars, fixed in their orb that flies: 
And yc five other wandering fires, that move 
In mystic dance not witliout song, resound 
His praise, who out of darkness called up light. 

Air, and ye elements, the eldest birtli 
Of Nature’s womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 
And nourish all things: let your ceaseless change 
Vary to our great Maker stfll new praise, 

Yc mists and exhalations, that now rise 
From hill or streamy lake, dusky or grey, 
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Till tlie sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold^ 

In honour to the worlrVs great Author rise, 

Whether to deck with clouds the uncoloured skyj 
Or wet the thirsty eartli w'itli falling showers, 

Rising or falling still advance his piaisc. 

His praise, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe soft or loud; and wave your tops, ye pines, 
Fountains, and ye that warble, as yc flow, 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praise. 

Join voices all yc living souls ; yc birds, 

That singing up to heaven-gate ascend, 

Bear on your wings and in your notes his praise; 

Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep : 
Witness if I be silent, mom or e’en, 

To hill or valley, fountain or fresh shade 
Made vocal by my song, and taught bis praise* 

Hail, universal Lord! be bounteous still, 

To pvc us only good; and if the night 
Have gathered aught of evil, or concealed, 

Disperse it, as now, light dispels the dark* . 

MILTON* 


THE GROTTO OF EGERIA.* 

The masses of thy fountain still are sprinkled 
With thine Elysian water-drops; the face 
Of thy cave-guarded spring, with years unwrinkled, 
Reflects the meek-eyed genius of the place, 
Whose green, wild margins now no more erase 
Art's works; nor must thy delicate waters sleep, 
Prisoned in marble, bubbling from the base 


* 

* Onaof tikc grottDca naergd to Egeria, where Nutna hsaid 
te hsvc held nightly censuhaUuns with her.. 
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’ Of the cleft statue, with a gentle leap 
The rill runs o’er, and found* fern, flowers, and ivy 
creep, 


Fantastically tangled; the green hills 
Are clothed with early blossoms, through the grass 
The quick'Cyod lizard rustics, and the bills 
Of summer-birds sing welcome as ye pass ; 
Flowers fresh in hue, and many in their class» 
Implore the pausing step, and with their dyes 
Dance in the ^oft breeze in a fairy mass ; 

The sweetness of the violets’ deep blue eyes, 

Kissed by the breath of heaven, seems coloured by 
its skies. 
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THE MESSIAH. 

Yq Tiympbs of Solyma, begin the song, 

To licavcnly themes sublimer strains belong. 

The mossy fountains, and the sylvan shades, 

The dreams of Piiidus, and the Aoniaii maids. 
Delight no more.—Oh, Thou, my voice inspire. 
Who touched Isaiah's hallowed lips with fire ! 

Uapt into future times the Kurd begun; 

A virgin shall conceive, a virgin bear a son! 

From Jesse’s root behold a Brandi arise, 

Whose sacred flower with fragrance fills the skies; 
The cthciial Spirit o’er its leaves shall move, 

And on its top descend the mystic dovc- 
Yc heavens! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in soft silence shed the kindly show'cr! 

The sick and weak the healing Plant sliall aid, 
From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade* 

All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud slioll fail, 
Kcturniiig Justice lift aloft her scale; 
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Peace o*er the world her olive wand extend, 

And white-robed Innocence from heaven descend. 
Swift fly the years, and rise the expected mom! 
Oh, sprintT to light, auspicious Babe 1 he born. 
See Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 
With all the incense of the breathing spring : 

See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 

See nodding forests on the niountains dance: 

See spicy clouds from lowly Sharon rise. 

And Canners flowery top perfume the skiea!! 

Hark ! a glad voice tbd lonely desert cheers; 
Prepare the way, a God, a God appears ! 

A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, 

The rocks proclaim the approaching Deity. 

Lo, earth receives him from the bending skies! 
Sink down, ye mountains! and ye valleys, rise! 
With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay ; 

Be smooth, yc rocks ! yc rapid floods, give way ! 
The Saviour conies, by ancient Bards foretold: 
Hear him, ye deaf! and all ye blind behold! 

He from thick films shall purge the visual*ray, 
And on the sightless cyc-hall pour the day, 

"T i» he the obstructed paths of sound shall clear, 
And bid new music charm the unfolding car : 

The dumb shall sing, the lame his ctutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 

No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear, 
From every face he wipes off every tear. 

In adamantine chains shall Death be bound, 

And heirs grim tyrant feel the eternal wound. 

As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air, 
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs. 
By day oversees them, and by night protects ; 
The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms : 
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Thus shall mankind His guardian care engage, 

The promised Father of the future age. 

No more shall nation against nation rise, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes; 

Nor fields with gleaming steel be covered o*cr, 

The brazen trumpets kindle rage no -more \ 

But useless knees into scythes shall bend, 

And tlic broad ifdchion in a ploughshare end : 

Then palaces shall rise ; the joyful son 
Shall finish what lus short-lived sire begun ; 

Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield, 

And the same hand that sowed shall reap the field* 
The swain in barren deserts, with surprise, 

Secs lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise; 

And starts amid the thirsty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his car- 
On rifted rocks, the dragons* late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods; 
Waste, sandy valleys, once perplexed with thorn, 
The spiry fir, and stalely box adorn ; 

To leafless shrubs the flowering palms succeed, 

Atkd odorous myrtle to the noisome weed ; 

Tlie lambs with wolves shall grace the verdant mead, 
And boys in fiowery bands the tiger lead- 
The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet* 

The smiling infant in hU hand shall take 
The crested basilisk, and speckled snake ; 

Fleased, the green lustre of their scales survey, 

And with their forky tongues shall innocently play. 

Rise, crowned with light, imperial Salem, rise, 
Exult thy towering head, and lift thine eyes, 

Sec a long race thy spacious courts adorn ^ 

See future sons, and daughters yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on every side arise, 

Demanding lifci impatient for the skies! 

M 
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See barbarous nations at ihy gates attend^ 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 

Sec thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings 
And heaped with products of Sabeau springs ! 

For thee Idurae’s spicy forests blow, 

And seeds of gold in Ophir’s mountains glow, 

See Heaven its sparkling portals wide display, 
And break upon thee in a flood of tl^. 

X» more the rising sun shall gild the morn» 

Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 

But lost, dissolved in tliy superior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze, 

O*erflow thy courts; the Light himself shall shine 
Kevealcd, and Gotrs eternal day be thine! 

Tlie seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 
Rocks full to dust, and mountains melt away; 

But fixetl his word, his saving powTr remains; 
Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns! 

ropE, 


PROCRASTINATION. 

Be wise to-day, *tis madness to defer; 

Nhxt day the fatal precedent will plead; 

Thus on, till wisdom is pushed out of life. 
Procrastination is the thief of time; 

Year after year it steals, till all arc fled, 

And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vast concerns of an eternal scene. 

If not so frequent, would not this be strange 7 
Thai't is so frequent, this is stranger still. 

Of man’s miraculous mistakes, this bears 
The palm, that all men are about to live, 

For ever on the brink of being born. 

All pay themaclves the compliment to think 



TIlK LYRE, 



They one day shall not drivel; and their pride 
Oil this reversion takes up ready praise ; 

At least their own, tlicir/eri/zre selves applaud ; 

How excellent that life they neVr will lead* 

Time lodged in their own hands, is folIy*s vails; 

That lodged in fatc*s, to wisdom they consign; 

1’lie thing they can*t hut they postpm *: 

T is not in folly, not to scorn a fool; 

And scarce in human wisdom to do inore* 

All promise is poor dilatory man. 

And that through every stage; when young indeed. 
In full content we sometimes noblv rest, 

Unanxious for ourselves; and only malx. 

As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise* 

At thirty man suspects himself a fool, 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; 

At fifty chides his infamous delay, 

Pushes his prudent purpose to resolve; 

In all tljc niagiianiinity of thouglit 

Resolves ; and rc-rcsolves; then dies the same. 

And why ? Ikeause he tliinks himself immortal* 

All men think all men mortal but tliemselves; 
Tliemselves, when some alarming shock of fate 
Strikes tbrongli tlieir wounded hearts the sudden 
dread; 

But their hearts w'-ounded, like the wounded air. 

Soon close ; where passed the shaft i }0 trace is found, 
As from the wing no scar the sky rehiins, 

The parted wave no furrow from the,keel; 

So dies in liumun hearts the thought of death ; 
liven witli the tender tear wdiich nature sheds 
0*cr those we love, wc drop it in their grave* 

YOUNO* 


M 
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MELANCHOLY. 

Come, pensive nun, devout and pure. 
Sober, stedfast, and demure, 

All in a robe of darkest grain, 

Flowing with majestic train, 

And sable stole of cypress lawn 
Over thy decent shoulders drawn. 

Come, but keep thy w'onted state, 

With even step and musing gait; 

And looks commercing with the skies. 

Thy rapt soul sitting in thy eyes. 

First and chiefest with thee bring 
Him that yon soars on golden wing. 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne, 

The cherub Contonplatidn; 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

’Less Philomel will deign a song, 

In her sweetest, saddest pHglit, 

Smoothing the rugged brow of Night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke, 
Gently o’er the accustomed oak; 

Sweet bird tliat shunn'st the noise of folly. 
Most musical, most melancholy! 

Thee, chantress, oft, ttie woods among, 

I woo, to hear thy even-song; 

And missing thee, I walk unseen 
On the dry smooth-shaven green. 

To behold the wandering moon, 

Riding near her highest noon, 

Like one that had been led astrav 
Through the heaven's wide pathless way ; 
And oft as if her head she bowed, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft, on a plat of rising ground, 

I hear the far-off curfew sound 



THE LYRE. 


Over same wide-watered ahore, 

Swinging slow with sullen roar; 

Or if the air will not permit, 

Some still, removed place will fit, 

Where glowing emters through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom; 

Far from all resort of mirthj 
Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or tho bellman’s drowsy charm, 

To bless tlie doors from nightly liarm^ 

Or let my lamp at midnight hour 
Be seen in some high lonely tower, 

Where I may outwatch tlic Bear, 

With thrice gwat Hermes, or unsphere 
The spirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds or what vast regions hold 
The immortal mind, that hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleshly nook. 

Tims, night, oft hcg me in thy pale career 
Till civil-suited morn appear; 

Not tricked and frounced, as she was wont 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But kerchiefed in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds are piping loud, 

Or ushered with a shower still. 

When die gust hath blown his fill, 

Ending on the rustling leaves, 

With minute drops from off the eaves ; 

And, when the sun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, me, goddess, bring 
To arehed walks of twilight groves, 

And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves, 

Of pine, or monumental oak, 

Where the rude axe, with heavl^d stroke, 
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt. 

Or fright them from their hallowed haunt* 
There in close covert by some brook, 

Where no profaner eye may look, 
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Hide me from Day*s garish eye, 

While the hce with honeyed thigh, 

That at her flowery work doth sing, 

And the waters murmuring. 

With such consort as they keep, 

Entice the dewy feathered sleep ; 

And let some strange mysterious dreani 
Wave at his wings in aery stream 
Of lively portraiture displayed^ 

Softly on my eyelids laid, 

And as I wake sweet music hreathc 
Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by some siririt to mortals good, 

Or the unseen genius of the wood. 

But let tny due feet never fail 
To walk the studious cloisters pale, 

And love the high embowed roof, 

Witli antique pillars massy proof, 

And storied windows richly dight, 

Casting a dim religious light: 

There let the pealing organ blow 
To the full voiced quire below. 

In service high and anthems clear. 

As may with sweetness, through mine car, 
Dissolve me into ecstasies, 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes ! 

MILTOH, 
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HYMN TO CHRIST. 

0 blessed Well of Love! 0 Flower of Grace! 

0 glorious Moming'Star ! 0 Lamp of Light! 
Most lively image of tliy Fathcr^s faccj 
Eternal King of Glory, Lord of Might, 

Meek Lamb of God, before all worlds hehight, 
How can we thee requite for all this good? 

Or what can prize that thy most precious blood ? 

Yet nought thou ask’st in lieu of all this love, 

But love of us for guerdon of thy pain: 

Ah ine! what can us less than that behove? 

Had he required life of us again, 

Had it bq^n wrong to ask hia owu with gain ? 

He gave ua life, he it restored, lost; 

Then life were least that ns so little cost. 

4 

But he our life hath left unto us free, 

Free that was thrall, and blessed that was bann’d; 
Nor aught demands but that we loving be, 

As he himself hath loved us aforehand, 

And hound these to with an eternal band, 

Him first to love that was so dearly bought, 

And next our bretliren, to bis image wrought. 
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Sweet mercy he by his most holy reede, 

Unto us taught, and to approve it true, 

Ensampled it hy his most righteous deed, 

Shewing us mercy (miserable crew!) 

That we the like should to the wretched shew, 

And love our brethren, thereby to approve 
How much himself that loved us, we love. 

Behold through love how he cncradled was, 

' In simple cratch, wrapt in a wad of hay, 

Between the toilful ox and humble ass. 

And in what rags, and in how base array, 

The glory of our heavenly riches lay, 

When him the simple shepherds came to see, 

Whom greatest princes sought on lowest knee. 

From thence read on the story of his life, 

His humble carriage, his unfaulty ways, ’ 

His cankered foes, his Aghts, his toils, his strife, 

His pains, his poverty, his sharp assays, 

Through which he passed his miserable days, 
Offending none, and doing good to ail, 

Yet being envied both of great and small. 

And look at last, how of most wretched wights, 

He taken was, betrayed and false accused, 

How with most scornful taunts, and fell despights, 
He was reviled, disgraced, and foul abused ; 

How scourged, how crowned, how buffeted, how 
bruised; 

And lastly, how ^twixt robbers crucified, 

With bitter wound through hands, through feet, and 

side! 

Then let thy flinty heart, that feels no pain, 
Empierced be with pitiful remorse, 

And let thy bowels bleed in every vein, 

At sight of his most sacred, heavenly corse, 
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So torn and mangled i¥ith malicious force ; 

And let thy soul, whose sins his sorrows wrought, ^ 
Melt into tears, and groan in grlevt^ thought* 

With sense whereof, whilst so thy softened spirit 
Is inly touched, and humbled with meek ^eat, 
Through meditation of his endless merit, 

Lift up thy mind to the Autlior of thy weal, • 

And to his sovereign mercy do appeal; 

Leam him to love that loved thee so dear, 

And in thy breast his blessed image bear. 

With all thy heart, with all thy soul and mind, 

Thou must him love, and his behests embrace; 

All other loves, with which the world doth blind 
Weak fancies, and stir up affection’s base, 

Thou must renounce and utterly displace, 

And give thyself unto him full and free, 

Tiiat full and freely gave himself to thee. 

Thenceforth all world^s desire will in thee die, 

And all earth’s glory, on which do gaze. 

Seem dirt and dross In thy pure-sighted eye, 
Compared to that celestial Iwauty's blaze, 

Whose glorious beams all fleshly sense doth daze 
With admiration of their passing light, 

Blinding the eyes, and lumining the spright. 

Then shall thy ravished soul inspired be 
With heavenly thoughts, far above human skill, 

And thy bright radiant eyes shall plainly see 
The idea of his pure glory present still 
Before thy face, that all thy mind shall fill 
With heavenly ardour of celestial love, 

Kindled through light of those fair things above. 

STEKSBR, 
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THE FALL OF JERUSALEM. 


Even thus amid thy pride and luxury, 

O Earth! shall that last coming burst on thee, 

That secret coming of the Sou of Man* 

-When all the cherub-throning clouds shall shine, 
Irradiate with his bright advancing sign; 

When that great Husbandman shall wave his 
fan, 

Sweeping, like chaff, thy wealth and pomp away: 
Still to the noontide of that nightkss day, 

Shalt thou thy wonted dissolute course maintain. 
Along the busy mart and crowded street, 

The buyer and ttfe seller still shall meet, 

And marriage-feasts begin their jocund fitrain; 

Still to the pouring out the cup of wo ; 

Till earth, a drunkard, reeling to and fro, 

And mountains molten by his burning feet, 

And heaven his presence own, all red with furnace 
heat. « 

The hundred-gated cities then, 

The towers and temples, named of men 
Eternal, and the thrones of kings ^ 

The gilded summer palaces, 

The courtly bowers of love and ease, 

Where still the bird of pleasure sings; 

Ask ye the destiny of them ? 

Go, gaze on fallen Jerusalem! 

Yea, mightier names are in the fatal roll, 

'Gainst earth and heaven God's standard is un¬ 
furled, 

The skies are shrivelled like a burning scroll, 

And the vast doom ensepulchres the world. 
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Oh! who shall then survive ? 

Oh ! who shall stand and live ? 

When all tliat hath been is no more; 

When for the round e;irth hung in tur^ 

With all its constellations fair, 

In tiie sky*3 azure canopy, 

When for tlie breathing earth and sparkling sea, 

Is but a fiery deluge without shore. 

Heaving along the abyss profound and dark, 

A fiery deluge, and without an ark- 

Lord of all Power, when thou art there alone 
On thy eternal, fiery-wheeled throne, 

That in its higli meridian noon 
Needs not the perished sun nor moon : 

When thou art there in thy presiding state, 
Wide-sceptred monarch o'er the realm of doom : 
When from the sea-depths, from earth’s darkest 
womb, 

The dead of all the ages round thee wait: 

And when the tribes of wickcilnoaa arc strown, 

Like forest leaves in the autumn of thine ire ; 
Faithful and tnie! thou still wilt save thine own: 
The saints shall dwell within the miharmiiig fire, 
Each white robe spotless, blooming every palm. 
Even safe as we, by this still fountain's side. 

So shall thy church, thy bright and mystic bride, 
Sit on the stormy gulf a lialcyon bird of calm. 

Yes, mid yon angry and destroying signs, 

O’er us the rainbow of tliy mercy shines, 

We boil, we bless the covenant of its beam, , 
Almighty to avenge, Almightiest to redeem^ 

MILMAK, 
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TASTE, 

Say what is taste, but the internal powers 
Active, and strong, and feelingly alive 
To each fine impulse i a discerning sense 
Of decent and sublime ; with quick disgust 
Of things deformed, or disaTranged, or gross 
In species ? This, nor gems, nor stores of gold, 
Nor purple state, nor culture can bestow; 

But God alone, when first his active hand 
Imprints the secret bias of the soul. 

He, mighty Parent! wise and just in all, 

Free as the vital breeze or light of heaven. 

Reveals the charms of nature. Ask the swain, 
Who journeys homeward from a summer-day*s 
Long labour, why, forgetful of his toils 
And due repose, he loiters to behold 
The sun-^shine gleaming as through amber clouds, 
0*er all the western sky. Full soon, I ween. 

His rude expression and untutored airs, 

Beyond the power of language, will unfold 
The form of beauty, smiling at his heart. 

How lovely [ how commanding! But tho' heaven 
In overy hreast hath sown these early seeds 
Of love and admiration, yet in vain 
Without fair culture’s kind parental md, 

Without enlivening suns and genial showers, 

And shelter &om the blast, in vain we hope 
The tender plant should rear its blooming head, 

Or yield the harvest promised in its spring* 
Nor*yet will every soil with equal stores 
Repay the tiller’s labour; or attend 
His will, obsequious, whether to produce 
The olive or the laurel* Different minds 
Incline to different objects: one pursues 
The vast alone, the wonderful, the wild; 

Another sighs for harmony and grace, 
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And gentlest beauty- Henccp when lightning fires 
The arch of heaven, and thunder rocks the ground; 
When furious whirlwinds rend the howling air, 

And ocean, groaning from his lowest bed, 

Heaves his tempestuous billows to the sky, 

Amid the mighty uproar, while below 
The nations tremble, Shakspeare looks abroad 
From some high cliff, superior, and enjoys 
The elemental war- JJut Waller longs. 

All on the margin of some flowery stream 
To spread his careless limbs amid the cool 
Of plantain shades, and to the listening deer 
The tale of slighted vows and love's disdain 
Resound soft warbling, all the live-long day : 
Consenting Zephyr sighs; the weeping rill 
Joins in his plaint melodious, mute the groves, 

And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn- 
Such and so various are the tastes of men- 

AKENSIBE- 


TRUE COURAGE- 

Honour demands my song. Forget the ground, 
My generous muse, and sit among the stars. 

There sing the soul, that, conscious of her birth, 
Lives like a native of the vital wwld 
Amongst her dying clods, and bears her state, 

Just to herself: how nobly she maintains 
Her character! superior to the flesh. 

She wields her p<nssions like her limbs, and knows 
The brutal powers were only born to obey- 

Tins is the man wliom storms could never make 
Meanly complain; nor can a flattering gale 
Make him talk proudly : he hath no desire 
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To read his secret fate; yet unconcerned 
And calm could meet his unborn destiny, 

In all its charming or its frightful shapes, 

He that unshrinking, and without a groan, 

Bears the first wound, may finish ail the war 
With mere courageous silence, and come off 
Conqueror; for the man that well conceals 
The heavy strokes of fate, he bears them well* 

He though the Atlantic and the Midland seas. 
With adverse surges meet, anJ rise on high 
Suspended ’twixt the winds, then rush amain, 
Mingled with flames upon liis single head, 

And clouds, and stars, and thunder, firm he stands 
Secure of lus best life j unhurt, unmoved; 

And drops his lower nature, born for death. 

Then from the lofty castle of his mind 
Sublime looks down, exulting, and surveys 
The ruins of cteatiou ;—souls alone 
Are heirs of dying worldsa piercing glance 
Shoots upward from between his closing lids, 

To reach Ids birth-place, arnl without a sigh, 

He bids his battered flesh lie gently down 
Amongst his native rubbish; whilst the spirit 
Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted guest 
Of the third heaven, the unniinabl® sky. 

Thither when Fate has brought our willing souls 
No matter whether ’twas a sharp disease. 

Or a sharp sword that helped the travellers on, 

And pushed us to our home. Bear up, my friend, 
Serenely, and break through the stormy brine 
With steady prow; know, we shall once arrive 
At the fair haven of eternal bliss, 

To which we ever steer; whether m kings 
Of wide command, we’ve spread the spacious sea, 
With a broad pointed fleet, or rowed along 
In a thin cock-boat, with a little oar. 
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There let my native plank shift me to land, 
And ni be happy: thus I*U leap ashore, 

Joyful and fearless, on the immortal coast, 

Since all I leave is mortal, aud it must be lost. 

WATTS. 


ADDUESS TO THE OCEAN. 

Oh thou vrfst Ocean! ever sounding Sea! 

Thou symbol of a drear Immensity! 

Thou thing, that windest round the solid wOTld 
Like a imge animal, which do^vnward hurled 
from the hlatk clouds, lies weltering and alone, 
Lashing and writhing till its strength be gone. , 
Thy voice is like the thunder, and thy sleep 
Is like a giant's slumber, loud, and deep. 

Thou speakest in tlie cast and iu the west 
At once, nud on tliy heavily-laden breast 
¥’leets come and go, and shapes that have no life 
Or motion, yet arc moved and meet in strife. 

The earth hatli nought of this; nor chance noi 
change 

Euflles its surface, and no spirits dare 
Give ansif^cr to the tempest-waken air; 

But o*er its wastes, the weakly tenants range 
At will, and wound its bosom as they go. 

Ever the same, it hath no ebb, no flow; 

But in their stated rounds the seasons come. 

And pass, like visions to tlicir viewless home. 

And come iigain, amt vanish: the young Spring 
Looks ever bright with leaves and blossoming, 
And Winter always winds its sullen horn, 

And the wild Autumn, with a look forlorn, 

Dies iu his stormy manhood; and the skies 
Wcepj and flowers aicken when the summer flies. 
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Thou only, temble Ocean, hast a power, 

A will, & voice, and in thy wrathful hour, 

When thou dost lift thine anger to the clouds, 

A fearful and magnificent beauty shrouds 

Thy broad green foreheail* If thy waves be driven 

Backwards and forwards by the sliifting wind, 

How quickly dost thou thy great strength unbind, 
And stretch thine arms, and war at once witli 
heaven. 

Thou trackless and immeasurable Main; 

On thee no record ever lived again, 

To meet the hand that writ it: line nor lead 
Hath ever fathomed tliy profoundest deeps, 

Where haply thy huge monster swells and steeps, 
King of his watery limit, who, is said 
Can move the mighty ocean into storm- 
Oh ! wonderful thou art, great Element! 

And fearful in thy spl^eny humours bout, 

And lovely in repose ; thy summer form 
Is beautiful, and when tliy silver wsivcs 
Make music in earth’s dark and winding caves, ^ 
I love to wander on thy pebbled beach, 

Marking the sunlight at the evening hour, 

And hearken to the thoughts thy waters teach, 

** Eternity! Eternity and Power-” 

n- CORNWALL, 


WATERLOO- 

Therc was a sound of revelry by night, 

And Belgium’s capital had gathered then 
Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright 
The kmps shone o’er fair watnen' and brave 
men; 
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A thouj^atid hearts beat happily; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake ag^n, 
And all went merry as a marriage^bell; 

But hush ! hark I a deep sound strikes like a rising 
knell* 

Did yc not hear it ?—No ; 'twas but the wind. 

Or the ear rattling o’er the stony street \ 

On with the dance! Let joy be uncoiifined: 

No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet, 
To chase the glowing hours with flying feet-— 

But hark! that heavy sound breaks in once more. 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat; 

And nearer, dearer, deadlier than before! 

Arm! Arm! it is—it is—^tbe cannons' opening roarl 

Within u windowed niche of thit high hall 
Sate Brunswick's I'ated chieftain ; he did hear 
That sound the first amidst the festival, 

And caught its tone tvith death’s prophetic car; 
And when they smiled because he deemed it near. 
His heart more truly knew tliat peal too well, 

AVliich stretched lus father on a bloody bier, 

And roused tlic vengeance blood alone could quell; 
He rushed into the field, and, foremost fighting, fell* 

Ah ! tlien and there was hurrying to and fro, 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 
And cheeks oil pale, which but an hour ago 
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness; 

And there were sudden partings, such ns press 
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs, 
Which ne’er might be repeated; who could guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 

Since upon nights so sweet such awful mom could 
rise? 

N 
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And there wns mounting in hot baste: the steed, 
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car, 
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed, 

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; 

And the deep tliundcr peal on peal afar; 

And near, the beat of the alaiming drum 
Roused up the soldier ere the morning star; 

Wliilc thronged the citizens with terror dumb, 

Or whispering, with white lips—The foe! they 
come! they come!" 

And wild and higli the f * Cameron's gathering** rose! 
The war-note of Lochiel, wliich Albyn’s hills 
Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes:— 
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills, 
Savage and shrill! But with the breath which fills 
Thcii mountain pipe, so fill the mountaineers 
With the fierce native daring which instils 
The stirring memory of a thousand years, 

And Evan*s, Donald's fame rings in each clansman's 
cars! 

And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves, 
Dewy with nature's tear-drops, as they pass, 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves, 

Over the unreturning brave,—alas! 

Ere evening to be trodden like the grass 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure, when tliia fiery mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe 
And burning with high hope, shall moulder, cold and 
low* 

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

Last eve, in Beauty's circle, proudly gay; 

The midnight brought the signal*soi|nd of strife, 
The morn, the marshalling in arms,—the day, 
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liattic’s magnificently-stern array! 

TIig tliuiifler-clouds dose o^er it, which when rent. 
The earth i? covered tliick with other clay, 

AVhidi her own clay shall cover, heaped and pent, 
Kidcr and horse,—friend, foe,—in one red burial 
hlont1 

BYKON. 


THE OCEAN- 

There is a pleasure iii the pathless woods. 

There is a rapture on tlic lonely shore, 

There is society where none intriulea, 

Uy the deep scu, and music in its roar. 

I love not Mau tfic less, but Nature mure, 
hVom tlicse our interviews, in whidi I steal 
From all I may be, or have been before, 

To mingle with tlic Universe,*and feel 
What I cau ne’er express, yet cajinot all conceal. 

Roll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean—roll! 
Ten tliou^and fleets sweep over thee in vain ; 

Mau marks the earth with ruin—his control 
Stops with the shore;—upon the watery i>hiiTi 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth roinaiu 
A shadow of man^a ravage, save his own, 

When, for a moment, like a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan, 
Without a grave, unkiielled, uncolfined, and un- 
kjiown- 

His steps arc not upon tliy paths—thy fields 
Are not a spoil &r hini^—thou dost arise 
And shake him from thee; the vile strength he 
wields 

For cartlTs destruction, thou dost all despise, 

K 2 
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Spurning him from thy bosom to the sties, 

And scncVst him, shivering, in thy phiyfnl spraj^ 
And howling, to his gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or hay. 

And dashest him again to earth: there let him lay* 

The armaments whicli thunders trike the walls 
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake 
And inonarchs tremble in their capitals, 

The oak leviathans, whose huge riha make 
Their clay creator, the vain title take 
Of lord of thee, aud arbiter of war; 

These arc thy toys, and as the snowy flake 
They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mai' 
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Trafalgar, 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Ilomc, Carthage, what are they ^^ 
lliy waters wasted tlicm while they were free, 
And many a tyrant since; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage; their decay 
lias dried up realms to desertsnot so thou, 
Unchangeable, save to thy wild waves* play— 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine euurc brow— 
Such as creation's dawn beheld, thou rollest now. 

Thou glorious mirror! where tlie Almighty’s form 
Glasses itself in tempests; in all time. 

Calm or convulsed—in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark—heaving;—boundless, endless, and sublime, 
The image of eternity—the throne 
Of the Invisible; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made; each ^onc 
Obeys thee; thou gocst forth, dread fathomless! 
alone. 


JJYRONp 
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THE SWISS MOUNTAINEER, 


When warm from myrtle bays and traii{juil seas, 
Comes on^ to whisper liope, the vernal breeae; 

When hums the mountain bee in May's glad ear, 
And emerald isles to spot the lieiglits appear; 

When shouts and lowing herds tlic valley fill, 

And louder torrents stun the noon-tide hill; 

When fragrant scents beneath tlje enclianted tread 
Spring up, his choicest wealth around him spread, 
The jjastoral Swiss begins the dill's to scale, 

• To silence leaving the deserted vale, 

Mounts, whovQ the verdure leads, from stage to stage, 
And pastures on, as in the l^atriarchs’ age j 
O'er lofty heights serene and still they go, 

And hear the rattling thunder far be low'. 

They cross the diasmy torrent's foam-lit bed, 
Roeked on the dizzy larch's narrow tread ; 

Or steal beneath loose mountains, half deterred, 

That sigh and shudder to tlte lowing herd. 

—'I see him ; up the midway clilf he creeps 
To where a scanty knot of verdure peeps, 

Thence down the steep a pile of grass be throws, 
The fodder of his herds in winter snows, 

'T is morn \ with gold the verdant mountain glows, 
More high, the snowy peaks witli hues of rose* 

Far stretched beneath the many-tinted hills 
A mighty waste of mist the valley fills, 

A solemn sea! whose vales and mountains round 
Stand motionless, to awful silence bound. 

A gulf of gloomy blue, that opens wide 

* And bottomless, divides the midway tide. 

Like leaning masts of stranded ships appear 
The pines that near tlie coast their summits rear; 

Of cabins, woods, and lawns, a pleasant shore 
Bounds calm and clear the chaos still and hoar^ 
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Loud through that midway gulf asconding, sound 
Unnumhcred streams with hollow roar profound; 
Mount through the nearer mist the chant of birds, 
And talking voices, and the low of herds ; 

The bark of dogs, the drowsy tinkling bell, 

The wild-wood mountain lutes of saddest swell* 
Think not, suspended from the cliff on high, 

He looks below with undelighted eye* 

—No vulgar joy is his, at even-tide 
Stretched on the scented mountain's purple side: 
For as the pleasures of his simple day 
Beyond his native valley seldom stray, 

Nought round its darling precincts can he find 
But brings some past enjoyment to his mind; 
While Hope, that ceaselesa leans on Pleasure's uni, 
Binds her wild wreaths, and whispers his retnrm 

And as his native hills encircle ground 
For many a wondrous victory renowned, 

The work of Freedom, daring to oppose, 

W'itli few in arms, innumerable foes,* 

When to those glorious fields his steps are led. 

An unknown power connects him with the dead. 
For images of other worlds are tliere ; 

Awful the light, and holy is the air. 

Uncertain through his fierce uncultured soul 
liike lighted tempests troubled transports roll; 

To viewless realms his spirit towers amain, 

Beyond the senses and their little reign. 

And oft, when passed that solemn vision by, 

He holds with God himself communion high, 
Wliere the dread peal of swelling torrents fills 
The sky-roofed temple of the eternal hills; 


* Alluding to BOieral battks wliich the Swiss in very small 
numbers have gained over their oppressors, tlie house of 
Austria. 
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Or when upon the mountain's silent brow 
Reclined, he sees, above him and below, 

Bright stars of icc and azure fields of snow ; 

While needle-peaks of granite shooting bare, 
Tremble in ever-varying lints of air. 

When downward to his winter hut he goes, 
Pear and more clear the lessening circle grows ; 
That hut -which from the hills his eye emjiloys 
So oft, the central point of nil his jov«* 

And as a swift, by tender cares opprest, 

Peeps often ere she dart into her nest, 

So to the untrodden floor, where round liim looks 
His father, helpless as the babe he rocks, 

Oft he descends to nurse the brother pair, 

Till storm and driving ice blockade him there. 
There safely guarded by the \vuods behind, 

He hears the ctddiiig of the baflied wind, 

TTears Winter, calling all bis terrors round, 

Rush down the living rocks with whirlwind sound. 

^ WORDSWORTH, 


EVENING. 

The moon is up, and yet it is not night; 

Sunset divides tlic sky with her—a sea 
Of glory streams along the Alpine height 
Of blue Friuli^a mountains; Uenven is free 
From clouds; but of all colours seems to be 
Melted to one vast Iris of the west, 

Where the day joins the past eternity; 

While on the other hand, meek Dian*ii crest 
Floats through the azure air—an island of the blest. 



184 


THE LYRE. 


A single star is at bar side, and reigns 
With her o*er half the lovely heaven; but still 
Yon sunny sea heaves brightly* and remains 
Rolled o*er the peak of the far Rhcetian hill. 

As Day and Night contending were, until 
Nature reclaimed her order:—gently flows 
The flcep-dyed Brenta, where their hues instil 
The odorous purple of a new-born rose, 

Which streams upon her atream, and glassed within 
it glows, 

Filled with the face of heaven, which from afar, 
Comes down upon the waters ; all its hues, 

From the rich sunset to the rising star. 

Their magical variety dilfase: 

And ilow they change : a paler shadow strews 
Its mantle o'er the mountains; parting day « 
Dies like the dolphin, whom each pang iinhues 
With a new colour as it gasps away, 

The last still loveliest, till—'tis gone—and all is gray. 

BYRON, 


THE REVERIE. 

Oh! the hour when this material, 
Shall have vanished like a cloud : 

When, amid the wide elliereal, 

All the invisible shall crowd; 

And the naked soul surrounded 
With realities unknown, 

Triumph in the viey unbounded, 
Feel herself with God alone! 

In that sudden, strange transition, 
By what new and finer sense, 

Sh^ she grasp the mighty vision, 
And receive its influence P 
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Angdg, guard the new immortal, 
Through the wonder-teeming space, 

To the everlasting portal^ 

To tlie spirit's resting-^placo. 

Will she there with fond emotion. 
Aught of human love retain ? 

Or, absorbed in pure devotion, 

Will no earthly trace remain ? 

Can the grave those tics dissever, 

With the very heart-string twined ? 

Must she part, and part lor ever, 

Witli the friend she leaves behind ? 


No; the past she still remembers ; 

Faith and hope surviving too, 

Ever watch those sleeping embers, 
Wltich must rise and live anew; 

For the widowed lonely spirit 

Mourns, till she be clothed afresli, 
Longs perfection to inherit, 

And to triumph in the flesh. 

Angels! let the ransomed stranger 
In your tender care be blest; 

Hoping, trusting, free from danger, 

Till the trumpet end her rest; 

Till the trump which shakes creation, 
Through the circling heaven shall roll, 
Till the day of consummation, 

Till the bridal of the soul. 

Can I trust a fellow-being ? 

Can 1 trust an angeVs core ? 

Oh! thou merciful AlUseeing, 

Beam around my spirit there! 
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Jesus, blessed Mediator, 

Thou the airy path hast trod! 

Thou, the Judge, the Consuminator, 
Shepherd of the fold of God 1 

Slesscd fold! no foe can enter, 

And no friend depiirtetli tlicnce ; 
m Jesus'is their sun, their centre^ 

And their shield, Omnipotence; 

Blessed! for the Lamb shall feed them. 
All their tArs shall wipe away, 

To the living fountains lead them, 

Till fruition*^ perfect day, 

Lo! it comes, that day of wonder, 
Louder chorals shake the skies; 

Hades' gates are burst asunder, 

See the new-clotlied myriads rise! 

Thought, repress thy weak endeavour, 
Here must reason prostrate fidl: 

Oh! the ineffable For iiver, 

And the Fiemal Ail in AU ! 


HYMN BEFORE SUNRISE IN THE VALE 

OF CHAMOUNY, 

Hast thou a charm to stay the morning-star 
In his steep course ? so long he seems to pause 
On thy bald awful head, O sov'ran Blanc t 
The Aivf and Arveiron at thy base 
Rave ceaselessly \ but thou, most awful form! 

Risest from forth the silent sea of pines, 

How silently! Around thee and above, 
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Deep is the air and dark, substantial black, 

An ebon mass: methinks thou piercest it, 

As with a wedge! but when I look again, 

Tt is thine own calm home, thy crystal shrine, 

Thy habitation from eternity ! 

0 dread and silent mount! I gaz'd upon time, 

Till thou, still present to the bodily sense, 

Didst Tanish from my thought: entranced in prayer, 
I worsliip’d the Invisible alone. 

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody, 

So sweet, we know not we arc listening to it; 

Thou, tl\c ineanw’hile, wast blending with my 
tlionght, 

Yea, with niy life and life's own secret joy ; 

Till the dilating sou), enrapt, transfused, 

Into the miglny vision passing,—then, 

As in her natural form, swell'd vast to heaven* 
Awake, my soul! not only passive praise 
Thou owest! not alone these swelling tears, 

Mute tlianks and secret ecstasy ! Awake, 

Voice of sweet song! awake, my heart awake 1 
Green vales and icy cli^s, all join my hymn* 

Thou first and chief, sole sovereign of the vale! 

O struggling ivitli the darkness all the night, 

And visited all night by troops of stars, 

Or when they climb the sky, or when they sink: 
Companion of the morning-star at dawn, 

Tliyself earth's rosy star, and of the dawn 
Co-herald : w'ake, 0 wake, and utter praise! 

Who sank thy sunless pillars deep in earth ? 

And you, ye five wild torrents, fiercely glad 1 
Who call'd you forth from night and utter death, 
From dark and icy caverns cdl'd you forth, 

Down those precipitous, black, jagged rocks^ 

For ever shatter'd, and the same for ever ? 

Who gave you your invulnerable Ufe, 

Your strength, your speed, your fury, and your joy, 
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Unceasing thunder and eternal foam ? 

And commanded (and the silence canie)i 
Here let the billows stiffen and have rest ? 

Ye ice-falls! ye that from tlie inountai!i*s brow 
Adown enormous ravines slope amain— 

Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty voice, 

And stopp’d at once amid their maddest plunge! 
Motionless torrents ! silent cataracts! 

Who made you glorious as the gates ofjieavcn 
Beneath the keen full moon ? Who hade the suii 
Clothe you with rmnhows? Who, with living 
flowers 

Of loveliest blue, spread garlands at your feet ? 

God! let the torrents, like a shout of nations 
Answer! and let the icc-plains echo God! 

God! sing, ye meadow-streams, with gladsome 
voice! 

Ye pine-groves, with your soft and soul-likc sounds! 
And they too, have a voice, yon piles of snow; 

And in their perilous fall, thunder, God! 

Ye living flowers that skirt the eternal frost! 

Ye wild goats sporting roun^ the eagle’s nest! 

Ye eagles, play-mates of the mountain-storm! 

Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds; 

Ye signs and wonder^ of the elements! 

Utter forth God, and fill the hills with praise ! 

Thou too, hoar mount! witli thy sky-pointing 
peaks, 

Oft from whose feet the avalanche, unheard, 

Shoots downward, glittering through the pure serene 
Into the depth of clouds that veil thy breast— 
Thou too, again, stupendous mountain I thou 
That, as 1 raise my head, awhile bow’d low 
In adoration, upward from thy base 
Slow travelling, with dim eyes suffused with tears, 
Solemnly seemest, like a vapoury cloud, 

To rise before me.—Rise, 0 ever rise, 
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Rise like a cloud of incense from the earth ! 

Thou kingly Spirit, throned among the hills, 

Thou dread Anibaasador from earth to heaven, 
Great Hierarch; tell tliou the silent sky, 

And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun, 

Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God I 

COXpE RIDGE- 


“WHERE IS IIET 


Not to the grave—not to the grave, my soul, 
Descend, to contemplate 
The form that once was dear: 

Feed not on thoughts so loathly horrible— 
The spirit is not there, 

, That kindled that dead eye— 

That throbbed in that cold heart— 
That in that motionless hand, 

Hus met thy friendly grasp— 

The spirit is not tliere ! 

It is tliat lifeless—perishable flesli 
That moulders in the grave ; 

Earth—air—and water's hiinistcring particles 
Now to the elements 
Resolved—their uses done! 

Not to the grave—not to the grave, my soul, 
Follow thy friend beloved : 

Tlic spirit is not there! 

Often together have we talked of death— 
How sweet it were to see 
All doubtful things made clear— 

How sweet it were with powers, 

Such as the Cherubim, 

To view the depths of Heaven! 
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Oh!—thou hast first 
Begun the travel of Eternity ! 

1 gaze amid the stars, 

And think that thou art there— 

Unfettered as the thought that follows thee, 

And we liave often said how aweet it were, 

With unseen miniati^ of angel power 

To watch the friends we loved— 

We did not err— 

Sure I have felt thy presence—thou hast given 
A birth to lioly thought— 

Hast kept me from the world unstained and pure— 
We did not err— 

Out best aifcctions here— 

They arc not like the toys of infancy— 

The soul outgrows them not— 

We do not cast them off : 

Oh, if it could he so, 

It were indeed a dreadful thing to die t 

■ 

Not to the grave !—not to the grave, ray soul. 
Follow thy friend beloved ! 

But in the lonely hour— 

But in the evening walk— 

Think that ho companies thy solitude— 

Think that he holds with thee 
Mysterious intercourse— 

And though Remembrance wake a tear, 

There will be in griefs 


SOUTHEY* 
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MEMORY. 

WRITTEN AT AIX'EA'CHAPELLE. 

No! this is not the land of Memory, 

It 15 not the home where she dwells, 

Though her wandering wayward votary 
[s ever the thmll of her spells: 

Far off were the fetters woven, which bind 
Still closer and closer the exile's mind ! 

^Tct this laud was the boast of minstrelsy. 

Of the song of the Troubadour ; 

Whence Charlemagne led his chivalry 
To the fields which were fought of yore r 
Still the eye of Fancy may see them glance, 

Gilded banner and quivpring lance, 

But Memory from Fancy turns away \ 

She has wealth of her own to guard : 

And whisperings come to her ear, which say 
Sweeter tilings than the song^of the bard ; 

They are solemn and low, and none can hear 
The whispers tliat come to Memory’s ear. 

They tell of the dews wMch briglitencd the way, 

By our earliest footsteps pressed; 

They tell of the visions hopeful and gay, 

Which were bom and which died in the breast: 
They recall the accents which sweetly spake— 

To the soul, when the soul was first awake. 

In Memory's laud springs never a flower, 

Nor the lowliest daisy blooms, 

Ne’er a robin chirps from its russet bower, 

But to call from their silent tombs 
The thoughts and tlie things which Time's pitiless 
sway 

Has long since swept from the earth away. 
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In Memoiy's land waves never *a leaf, 

There never a summer-bree:?e blows. 

But some long-smothered thought of joy or grief, 
Starts up from its long repose: 

And forms are living and visible there, 

Which vanished long since from our earthly 
sphere. 

I would not escape from Memory’s land, 

For all tliat the eye can view ; 

For there 'e dearer dust in Memory’s lanrl, 

Than the ore in rich Peru: 

I clasp the fetters by Memory twined, 

The wanderer^s heart and soul to bindi 

Hox.rouD» 


ROME. 

The stars are forth, the moon above the tops 
Of the '?nr^w--shming mountains.—Beautiful, 

I linger yet with Nature, for tlie night 
Hath been to me a more familiar face 
Than that of man; and in her starry shade 
Of dim and solitary loveliness, 

I learned the language of anotlicr world, 

I do remember me, tlmt in my youth, 

When I was wandering,—upon such a night 
1 stood within the Coliseum’s wall, 

’Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome; 

The trees which grew along the broken arches 
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the stars 
Shone through the rents of ruin; from afar 
The watch-dog bayed beyond the Tiber; and 
More near from out the Caesars’ palace came 
The owls’ long cry, and, interruptedly, 

Of distant sentinels the fitful song 
B^un and died upon the gentle wind. 
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Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach, 
Appeared to skirt the horizon, yet they stood 
Within a bowshot—where the C<xsars dwelt, 

And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst 
A grove which springs through levelled battlements, 
And twines its roots with the imperial hearths; 

Ivy usurps the laurel^s place of growth ;— 

But tlie gladiators’ bloody Circus stands, 

A noble wreck in ruinous perfection! 

While Caesar’s chambers, and tho Augustan halls, 
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay* 

And thou didst shine, thou rolling moon, upon 
All this, and cast a wide and tender light, • 
Wliich softened down the hoar austerity 
Of rugged desolation, and filled up, 

As 't were, anew, the gaps of centuries \ 

Leaving that beautiful wliicb still was so. 

And making that which was not* 

BYHOKp 


A CimiSTMAS HYMN* 

It was the winter wild, 

While the heaven-bom Child 
AH meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies; ^ 
Nature in awe to him, 

Had doffed her gaudy trim, 

With her great Master so to sympathize; 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with tlie sun, her lusty paramour* 

Only with speeches fair. 

She wooes the gentle air 
To hide her guilty front with innduent snow \ 

0 
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And on ber naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw; 
Confounded that her Maker^s eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities* 

But he, her fears to cease, 

Sent down the meek^cyed Peace; 

She, crowned with olive green, came softly sliding 
Down through the turning sphere, 

His ready harbinger. 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing; 
And paving wide her myrtle wand, 

She strikes a universal peace tlirough sea and land* 

No war, nor battle’s sound, 

Was heard the world around: 

The idle spear and shield were high up hung ; 

The hooked chariot stood 
Unstained with hostile blood ; 

The trumpet spake not to the armed throng; 

And kings sat still, with awful eye, 

As if they surely knew their Sovereign Lord was by. 

But peaceful was the night, 

Wherein the Prince of Light, 

His reign of peace upon tlie earth began: 

The winds with wonder whist, 

Smoothly the waters kissed, 

^Whispering new joys to the mild ocean \ 

Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed 
wave. 

The stars, with deep amaze, 

Stand fixed in stedfast gaze. 

Bending one way their precious influence; 
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And will not take their Aigbt, 

For all jihc morning lights 
Oi Lucifer^ that often warned them thence; 

But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 

Until their Lord himself bcspake, and hid them go. 

And though the shady gloom, 

Had given day her room, 

The sun himself witliheld his wonted speed, 

And hid his head for shame, 

As his inferior flame 

The new enlightened world no more should need ; 
He saw a greater Sun appear, 

Than his bright throne, or burning axlctree could bear 

The shepherds on the lawn, 

Or ere the point of dawn, 

Sat simply chatting in ti rustic row ; 

Full little thought they then 
That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below ^ 
PeTha})s Jheir loves or else their sheep, 

Was all that did tlieir silly thoughts so busy keep. 

When such mjisic sweet 
Their hearts and ears did greet, 

As never was by mortal finger strook; 

Hivinely warbled voice. 

Answering the stringed noise, 

As all their souls in blissful rapture took ; 

Tlie air, such pleasure loth to lose, 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly 
close. 

At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of circular light, 

Tliat with long beams the shame-faced night anayed; 

o 2 



196 


THE 1.YIIE. 


The helmed Chembimj 

And sworded Seraphinij ^ 

Are seen m glittering runks with wiri^s displayed, 
Harping in loud and aolemn quire, 

With unexpressive notes, to Heavcn^s new-born Heir. 

Such music (as’t Is said) 

Before was never maile, 

' t 

But when of old the Sons of Morning sung, 

While the Creator great 
His constellations set, 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung; 

And cast the dark foundations deep, 

And bid the weltering waves dieir ooay channel keep* 

« 

Bing out, ye crystal spheres, 

Once bless our human ears, 

If ye have power to touch our senses so; 

And let your silver chime ' 

Move in melodious time; 

And let the bass of heaven's deep organ blow, 

And with your ninefold harmony, 

Make up full concert to the angelic symphony. 

MILTOK, 


REDEMPTION. 

With joy,—with grief, that healing hand I see ; 

Ah! too conspicuous! it is fixed on high. 

On high ? —what meana my frenzy ? I blaspheme; 
Alas! how low! how far beneath the skies! 

The fikies it formed; and now it bleeds for me— 
But bleeds the balm I want—yet stilt it hUeds* 
Draw the dire steel—ah no! tlie dreadful blessing 
What heart or can sustain, or dares forego ? 
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There hangs all human hope: that nail supports 
The falling universe : that gone, we drop! 

Horror receives us, and the dismal wish 

Creation had been smothered in her birth— 

1 

Darkness his curtain, and his hed the dust; 

When stars and sun arc dust beneath his throne \ 

In heaven itself can such indulgence dwell? 

Oh, what a groan was there! a groan not His* 

He seized our dreadful right: the load sustained; 
And heaved the mountain from a guilty world. 

Such contemplations mount us: and should 
mount 

The mind still higher; nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptured, uninflamed,—Where roll my thoughts 
To rest from wonders ? other wonders rise; 

And strike where'er they roll: my sonl is caught: 
Heaven's sovereign blessings, clustering from the 
cross, 

Rush on her in a throng, and close her round. 

The prisoner of amaze! In His blessed life, 

I sec the path, and, in his death, the price, 

And in his great ascent, the proof supreme 
Of immortffclity*—And did lie rise ? 

Hear, oh, ye nations! hear it, oh, ye dead! 
lie rose! he rose [ he burst the bars of death. 

Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates ! 

And give the King of Glory to come in; 

Who is the Ki[ig of Glory ? He who left 
His throne of glory for the pang of deatli:' 

Lift up your heads, ye everlasting gates [ 

And give the King of Glory to come in. 

Who is the King of Glory ? He who slew 
The ravenous foe, that gorged alt human race ! 

The King of Glory, he whose glory filled 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man; 

And with divine complacency beheld 
Powers most iltummed, wildoted in the theme. 
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Still more—this theme is man's, and man's alone \ 
Could angels envy, they had envied here. 

They sung Creation (for in that they sliared j) 

How rose in melody, the child of love S 
Creation's great Superior, man ! is thine; 

Thine is redemption: tlicy just gave the key; 

'T is thine to raise} and eternize, the song; 

Though human, yet divine \ for should not this 
Raise man o'er man, and kindle seraphs liere 7 
Redamption! 'Avas creation mare sublime! 
Redemption! 't was the labour of the skies: 

Far more than labour—it was death in heaven. 

A truth so strange ! ’twere bold to think it true ; 

If not far bolder still to disbeUeve, 

Here pause, and ponder;' was there death in 
heaven ? 

What then on earth ? on eartli, which struck the 
blow? 

Who struck it! who ?—Oh, how is man enlarged, 
Seen through this medium! how the pigmy towers! 
How counterpoised his origin from dust! 

How counterpoised to dust his sad return! 

How voided his vast distance from the skies! 

How near he presses on the seraph's wing! 

Which is the seraph ? which the born of clay ? 

How this demonstrates, through the thickest cloud 
Of guilt, and clay condensed, the son of heaven! 
The double son, the made, and the re-made! 

And shall heaven's double property be lost ? 

Man's double madness only can destroy. 

To man the bleeding cross has promised all; 

The bleeding cross has sworn eternal grace; 

Who gave his life, what grace shall he deny? 

Religion ! thou the soul of happiness; 

And, groaning Calvary, of thee! There shine 
The noblest truths; there strongest motives sting; 
There sacred violence assault the soul; 
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There, nothing but compulsion is forborne. 

Can love allure us ? or can terror awe ? 

He weeps!—the falling drop puts out the sun; 

He sighs!—^the sigh earth's deep foundation shakes. 

If, in his love, so terrible, what then 

His wrath endamed ? his tenderness on fire ; 

Like soft, smooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 

Can prayer, can praise avert it ? Thou my All! 

My Theme! my Inspiration! and my Crown! 

My Strength in age! niy Rise in low estate ! 

My sours Ambition, Pleasure, Wealth! my World! 
My Light in darkness! and my Life in death! 

My Boast through time! Bliss through eternity! 
Ktemity too short to speak thy praise! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man! 

YOUNG. 


THE PASSIONS. 

AN OUE FOn MUSIC. 

When Music, heavenly maid, was young. 
While yet in early Greece she'sung, 

The Passions oft to hear her spell, 
Thronged around her magic cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Possess^ beyond the Muse*s painting; 
By turns they felt the glowing tnind 
disturbed, delighted, raised, refined. 

Till once, 't is said, when all were fired, 
Filled with fury, rapt, inspired, 

From the supporting myrtles round 
They snatched her instrumenta of sound, 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessoM of her forceful art. 
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Each, for madness niled the hour, 

Would prove Ills own expressive power, 

Krst Fear his hand, its skill to try, 

Amid‘ the chords bewildered laid, 

And back recoiled* he knew not why, 

Even at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rushed, his eyes on fire, 

In liglitniiigs owned his secret stings, 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre, 

And swept witli hurried hand the strings. 

With wofal measures wan Despair— 

Low sullen sounds his grief beguiled; 

A solemn, strange, and mingled air, 

*Twas sad by fits, by starts *twas wild, 

liut thou, O Hope, with eyes so fair, 

What was thy delighted measure ? 

Still it whispered promised pleasure, 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance liail! 

Still would her touch the strain prolong. 

And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She called on Echo still through all the song; 

And when her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsive voice was heard at every close, 
And Hope enchanted, smiled, and waved her golden 
hair» 

And longer had she sung—but with a frown, 
Revenge impatient rose; 

He threw his blood-stained sword in thunder down, 
And, with a withering look. 

The war-denouncing trumpet took, 

And blew a blast so loud and dread, 

Were ne^er prophethi sounds so full of woe. 

And ever and anon he beat 

The doubling drum with furious heat; 



THE LYRE. 


201 


Aad though sometimes^ each dreary pause hetweeu, 
Dejected Pity at his side 
Her soul-subduing voice applied, 

Yet still he kept his wild unaltered mien, 

While each strained ball of sight seemed bursting 
Irom his head. 

Thy numbers, JealSiisy, to nought were fixed, 

Sad proof of thy distressful state, 

Of differing themes the veering song was mixed, 

And now it courted Love, now raving called on 
Hate. 

With eyes upraised, as one inspired, 

Pale MelanclioJy sat retired, 

And from her wild sequestered seat, 

In notes by distance made more sweet, 

Poured througli the mellow horn her pensive soul; 
And dashing soft from rocks around, 

Bubbling runnels joined the sound ; 

Through gladca and glooms the mingled measure 
stole, 

Or o^er some haunted streams with fond delay, 
Round a holy calm diffusing, 

Love of peace and lonely musing, 

In hollow murmurs died away. 

But, oh, how altered was its sprightlier tone! 

When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue! 

Her bow across lier shoulder flung, 

Her buskins gemmed with morning dew, 

Blew an inspiring air, tliat diJe and thicket 
rung, 

The huntcr^s call, to Faun and Dryad known; 

The oak-crowned Sisters and their chaste-eyed 
Queen, 

Satyrs and Sylvan boys were seen. 

Peeping from forth their alleys green; 

Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear, 

And Sport leapt up, and seized his beechen spear. 
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Last came Joy's ecstatic trials 
He with viny crown adrancing^ 

First to the lively pipe his hand addrest^ 

But soon he saw the brisk-awakening viol 
Whose sweet entrancing voice he loved the best* 
They would have thought, who heard the strain, 
They saw in Tempers vale her hativc maids, 
Amid tlie festal sounding shades, 

To same unAvearied minstrel dancing, 

While as his dying fingers kissed the strings, 
Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round, 
Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound, 
And he amidst his frolic play, 

As if he would the cliarming air repay, 

Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings* 

O Music 1 sphere-descended maid, 

Friend of pleasure, wisdom’s aid, 

Why, goddess, why to us denied, 

Lay’st thou thy ancient lyre aside ? 

As in tliat loved Athenian bower 
You learned an all commanding power, 
Thy mimic soul, O nymph endeared, 

Can well r cal what then it heard. 

Where is thy native simple heart, 

Devote to virtue, fancy, art? 

Arise as in that elder time. 

Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime [ 

Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 

Fill thy recording sister’s page— 

T is said, and I believe the tale, 

Thy humblest reed could more prevail, 
Had more of strength, diviner rage, 

Than all which charms this laggard age. 
Even all at once together found 
Cecilia’s mingled world of sound— 
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Oh, bid our vain endeavours cease, 

Revive the just designs of Greece, 

Return in all thy simple state! 

Confirm the tales her sons relate ! 

COLLINS* 


TWILIGHT. 

I love thee, Twilight! as thy shadows roll, 

The calm of evening steals upon my soul, 
Sublimely tender, solemnly serene, 

Still as the hour, enchanting as the scene* 

I love thee, Twilight! for thy gleams impart 
Their dear, tJieir dying influence to my heart, 
When o*er the harp of thought thy passing wind 
Awakens all the music of the mind, 

And joy and sorrow, as the spirit burns, 

And liope and memory sweep the chords by turns, 
Wliilc Contemplation, on seraphic wings. 

Mounts, like the flame of sacrifice, and sings. 
Twilight! 1 love thee; let thy gloom increase 
Till every feeling, every pulse is peace* 

Slow from the sky the light of day declincsi 
Clearer within the dawn of glory shines, 
Revealing, in the hour of Nature's rest, 

A world of wonders in the Poet's breast. 

MONTGOMERY. 


THE SONG OF THE FIRST MINSTREL. 

He spake, and it was done;—Eternal nighty 
At God's command, awakened into light; 

He called the elements, Earth, Ocean, Air, 

He called them when they were not, and they were: 
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He looked througli space, and kindling o'er the sky, 
Sun, moon, and stars came forth to meet his eye: 
His Spirit moved upon the desert earth, 

And sudden life througli all things swarmed to 
birth; 

Man from the dust he raised to rule the whole ; 

He breatlicd* ai^d man became a living soul* 

Through Eden's groves the Lord of nature trod, 
Upright and pure, the image of his (iod. 

Thus were the heavens and all their host displayed, 
In wisdom thus were earth's foundations laid; 

The glorious scene a holy sabbath dosed, 

Amidst his works the Omnipotent reposed : 

And while he viewed, and blessed them from his 
seat. 

All worlds, all beings worshiped at his feet. 

The morning stars in choral concert sang. 

The rolling deep with hallelujahs rang, 

Adoring angels from their orbs rejoice, 

The voice of music was Creation’s voice. 

AlonCj along the Lyre of nature sighed 
The master-chord, to which no chord replied: 

For man, while bliss and beauty reigned around, 

For man alone, no fellowship w^as found, 

No fond companion, in whose dearer breast 
His heart, repining in his own, might rest; 

Far, born to love, the heart delights to roam, 

A kindred bosom is its happiest home. 

On. earth's green lap the Father of mankind. 

In mild dejection, thoughtfully reclined; 

Soft o'er his eyes, a sealing slumber c^pt, 

And Fancy soothed him while Reflection slept 
Then God—who thus would make his counsel 
known, 

Counsel that willed not Man to dwell alone, 

Created Woman with a smile of grace. 

And left the smile that made her on her face. 
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Then, tuned through all the chords supremely sweet. 
Exulting Nature found her lyre complete, 

And from tlie key of each harrnnnious sphere 
Struck music worthy of her Maker’s ear. 

3aON'IGOU£RY, 


BATTLE OF ALBUERA* 

Hark! heard you not those hoofs of dreadful note? 
Sounds not the dang of conflict on the heath ? 
Saw ye not whom the rocking sahre smote; 

Nor saved your brethren ere they sunk beneath 
Tyrants and tyrants^ slaves ?—the fires of death, 
The bale fires flash on high:—from rock to rock 
Eacli volley tolls that thousands cease to breathe ; 
Death rides upon the siilpliury Siroc, 

Red Battle stamps his foot, and nations feel the 
shock. 

Lo! wliere the giant on the mountain stands. 

His blood-red tresses deepening in the suhj 
W itlr death-shot glowing in his fiery hands, 

And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon! 

Restless it rolls, now fixed, and now anon 
Flashing afar,—and at his iron feet 
Destruction cowers, to mark what deeds are done; 
For on this morn three potent nations meet. 

To shed before his sbriue the blood be deems most 
sweet. 


Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice \ 

Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high ; 
Three gaudy standards float the pale blue skies; 
The shouts arc France, Spain, Albion, Victory! 
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The foe, the victim, and the fond ally 
That fights for all, but ever fights in vain, 

Are met—as if at home they could not die— 

To feed the crow on Talavera's plain, 

And fertilize the field, that each pretends to gain. 

Oh! Albucra! glorious field of grief! 

As o’er thy plain the pilgrim pricked his steed, 
Who could foresee thee in a space so brief, 

A scene ivhere mingling foes should boast and 
bleed? 

Peace to the perished! may the v^^amor’s meed, 
And tears of triumph their rewanl prolong! 

Till others fall ’where other chieftains lead. 

Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng, 
And shine in worthless lays, the theme of transient 
song, 

oyugn* 


WOLSEY AND CROMWELL, 

Farewell, a long farewell to all my greatness! 
This is the state of man: to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope; to-morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him ; 
The third day comes a frost, a killing frost, 

And when he thinks, good easy man, full surely 
HU greatness is a ripening, nips his root; 

And then he falls as I do. 1 have ventured, 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders. 
These many summers in a sea of glory; 

But far beyond my depth; niy high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me. 
Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 
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Vain pomp and glory of the world, I hate ye! 

I feel my heart new opened* 0 how wretched 
la that poor man that hangs on princes' favours 1 
There is, between that smile he would aspire to, 

That sweet aspect of princes, and his ruin, 

More pangs and fears than war or women have; 

And when he falls, he fails like Lucifer, 

Never to hope again* 

Why, liow now, Cromwell ? 

CaoM. I have no power to speak, Sir, 

WoL* What! amaKcd 
At my misfortunes ! Can thy spirit wonder 
A great man should decline? Nay, if you weep, 

I*m fallen indeed.--— 

Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries; hut thou hast forced me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman— 

Let's dry our eyes; and thus far hear me, Cromwell, 
And when I am forgotten, as I shall be, 

And sleep in dull, cold marble, where no mention 
Of me must more be heard, say tlien 1 taught fhee : 
Say, Wolsey that once rode the waves of glory, 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, 
Found thee a way out of Ins wreck, to rise in; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master missed it. 
Mark but my fall, and that which mined me: 
CromAvell, I charge thee, fling away ambition; 

By that sin fell the angels; how can man then 
(Though the image of his Maker) hope to win hy't ? 
Love tliysclf last; cherish those hearts that hate thee; 
Corruption wins not more than honesty, 

Still in thy right-hand cany gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not; 
Let all the ends tliou aim’st at, be thy country’s, 
Thy God's and truth's; then if thou fairsti'oh 
Cromwell! 

Thou falfst a blessed martyr. Serve the king— 
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And—pr’ythee lead me in— 

There, take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny, the king's* My robe, 

And my ^tegrity to heaven, is all 
I dare now call my own* Oh Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but served my God with the same zeal 
I served niy king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to my enemies ! 

Crou. Good Sir, have patience* 

WoL< So I have. Farewell 
The hopes of courts! my hopes in heaven do dwell. 

SilAKSriARt. 


THE LAKE OF GENEVA. 

Clear, placid Leman 1 thy contrasted lake, 

With the wild world I dwelt iji, is a thing 
Which warns me, with its stillness, to forsake 
Earth's trouhlt?d waters tor a purer spring. 

This quiet sail is as a noiseless witig 
To waft me from distraction : once I loved 
Tom ocean's roar * but thy soft murmuring 
Sounds sweet as if a sister's voice reproved, 

That I with stern delights should e'er have been so 
movedt 

It is the hush of night, and all between 
Thy roargiii and the mountains, dusk, yet clear, 
Mellowed and mingling, yet distinctly seen, 

Save darkened Jura, whose capt heights appear 
Precipitously steep; and drawing near, 

There breathes a Hving fragrance from the shore, 
Of flowers yet fresh with childhfjod: on the ear 
Drops the light drip of the suspended oar, 

Or chirps the grashopper one good-night carol more. 
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He is an evening revellcri who makes 
His life an infancy, and sifkgs his fill: 

At intervals, some bird from out the brakes 
Starts into voice a moment, then h stilL 
There seems a floating w^hisper on the hill; 

But that is fancy, for the starlight dews 
All silently their tears of love instil, 

Weeping diemselves away, till they infuse 
Deep into Nature^s breast the spirit of lier hues. 

All heaven and earth are still—though not in 
sleep. 

But breathlessj as wc grow when feeling most; 
And silent, ifs we stand in thoughts too deep: 

All heaven md earth are still: from the high 
host 

Of stars, to the lulled lake and mounUin-coast, 
All is conecntrod ia a life intense, 

Whore not a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost, 

But hath a part of being, and a sense 
Of that wliich is of all Creator and defence. 

The sky is changed !"and such a change! oh 

And storm and darkness, ye ate Avotidrous strong, 

' Yet lovely in your strength, as is the liglit 
Of a dark eye in woman! Far along, 

From peak to peak, the rattling crags among, 
Leaps the live thunder! Not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now hath found a tongue. 
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, 

Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud! 

And this is in the night:—most glorious night 1 
Thou wert not sent for slumber! let me be 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,— 

A portion of the tempest and of thee! 
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How the lit lahe shines, a phosphoric sea, 

And the big rain comes dancing to the earth 1 
And now again ’tis black,—and now the glee 
Of the load hills shakes with its mountain-mirth, 
As if they did rejoice over young earthquake's 
birth. 

Where the swift Rhone through rocks hath cleft 
his way, 

The mightiest of the storms hath ta'cn his stand: 
For here, not one, but many, make their play. 
And fling their thunderbolts from hand to hand, 
Flashing and cast around: of all the hand, 

The brightest through these parted hills hatli 
forked 

His lightnings,—as if he did understand, 

That in such gapaas desolation worked, 

There the hot shaft would blast whatever therein 
lurked. 

Sky, mountains^ river, winds, lake, lightnings! 
ye! 

With night, and clouds, and thunder, and a soul 
To make these felt and feeling, well may be 
Things that have made me watchful ; the far roll 
Of your departed voices is the knoll 
Of what in me is sleepless,—if I rest 
But where of ye, oh tempests! is the goal ? 

Are ye like those within the human breast? 

Or do ye find, at length, like eagles, aome high 
nest? 

Could 1 embody and unbosom now 
That which is most within me,—could I wreak 
My thoughts upon expression, and thus throw 
Soul, heart, mind, passion, feelings strong or 
weak. 



THE LYRE. 


!211 


All that 1 would have sought, and all I seek, 

Bear, know, feel, and yet breathe—into one word, 
And that one word were lightning, 1 would speak; 
But as it is, I live and die unheard; 

With a most voiceless thought, sheathing it as a 
sword. 

The mom is up again, the dewy morn, 

Witli breath ail incense, and with cheek allhlootii, 
Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn, 

And living as if earth contained no tomb,— 

And glowing into day: we may resume 
The march of our existence; and thus I, 

Still on thy shores, fair Leman! may find room 
And food for meditation, nor pass by 
Much that may give us pause, if pondered fittingly. 

BYROKi 


VISIT TO A COUNTRY PARSONAGE* 

Then most happy child! 

Most favoured! I was sent a frequent guest, 
Secure of welcome, to the loveliest home 
Of all the country, o'er whose quiet walls 
Brooded the twin doves,—Holiness and Peace: 
There with thine aged partner did'st thou dwell, 
Pastor and master! servant of thy Lord! 

Faithful as he, the labours of whose lo ve 
Recorded by thy pen, embalm for aye, 

The name of Gilpin heired by thee—right heir 
Of the saint's mantle, holy Bernard’s Ufe, 

Its apostolic graces unimpaired, 

Renewed in William's virtuous parish priest. 

Let me live o’er again, in fond detail, 

One of those happy visits^ Leave obtained, 
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Mcthought the clock stood stilL Four hours past 
noon, 

And not yet eturted on our three mile walk! 

And six the vicarage tea hour primitive, 

And I should lose that precioua hour, most priced, 
When in the old man’s study, at bis feet, 

Or nestling close beside him, I might sit 
With eye, ear, soul intent on hU mild voice, 

And face benign, and words so simply wise, 

Framed for his childish hearer, “ Let us i^o V* 

And like a fawn I bounded on before, 

When lagging Jane came forth, and off we went* 
Sultry the hour, and hot the dusty way, 

Though here and there by leafy screen oVrarched— 
And the long broiling hill! and that last mile, 

When the small frame waxed weary! the glib tongue 
Slackening its motion with the languid limbs. 

But joy was in my heart, howe*cr suppressed 
Its outward show exuberant; and, at length; 

Lo ! the last turning,—-lo! the well-known door, 
Festooned about with garlands picturesque, 

Of trailing evergreens* Who *s weary now? 
Sounding the bell with that impatient pull 
That quickens mistress Molly’s answering steps 
To moat unusual promptness. Turns the lock— 
The door uncloses—Molly*s smiling face 
Welcomes unasked* One eager, forward spring. 

And farewell to the glaring world without; 

And hail repose and verdure, turf and flowers, 
Perfume of lilies, through the leafy gloom 
White gleaming; and the full, rich, mellow note 
Of song-thrush, hidden in the tall thick bay, 

Beside the study window f The old house 
Through flickering shadows of high arched boughs, 
Caught gleams of sunlight on its time-stained walls. 
And frieze of mantling vine; and lower down, 
Trained among jasmines to the southern bow. 
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Moss rosGs, bursting into richest bloortif 
Blushed by the open 'window* STAerc she sate^ 

The venerable lady (her white hair, 

White as the snowy coif), upon her book 
Or needle-work intent; and near at hand 
The maiden-sis ter friend (a life-long guest) 

At her coarse sempstresship—aiiolJier Dorcas, 
Unwearying in the work of cliarity* 

Oh ! kindest greeting! as the door unclosed 
That welcomed the half-bold half-bashful guest; 

And brought me bounding on at half a word, 

To Tuecl the proffered kiss* Oh kindest care ! 
Consiflerate of my long, hot, dusty walkj 
Of Imt and tippet that divested me, 

And clinging gloves \ and from the glowing cheek 
And hot brow, parted back the clustering curls, 
Applying grateful coolness of clear lymph, 

Distilled from fragrant elder. Kindest care 
That followed up those oflices of love, 

By cautionary charge to sit and rest 

** Unite still till tea-time,” Kindest care, I trow, 

But little relished. Restless was my rest, 

And wistful eyes still wandering to the door, 
Revealed " the secret of my discontent,” 

And told where I woukl be. The lady smiled, 

And shook her head and aaid,—Well, go yonr ways 
And ask admittance at that certain door 
You know so welU” All weariness was gone— 
Blithe as a bird, thus freed, away I flew, 

And in three seconds at the well-known door 
Tapped gently; and a gentle voice within 
Asking “ Who's there?” “It *s me,” I answered low. 
Grammatically clear- Let me come in,” 

The gentle voice rejoined; and in 1 stole, 

BashfuUy aflent, as the good man’s smile, 

And haiHl extended, drew me to his chair; 

And there, all eye and ear, I stood full long, 
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Still tongueleas, as it seemed; love^tempering awe. 
Chaining my words up* But so kindly bis, 

His aspect so benigii, his winning art 
So graciously conforming; in short time 
Awe was absorbed in love, and then unchained 
By perfect confidence, the little tongue 
Questioned and answered with as careless ease 
As might be, from irrevercnd boldness free. 

True love may east out fear, hut not respect, 

That fears the very shadow of offence, 

How holy was the calm of that adll room ! 

How tenderly the evening light stole in, 

As't were in reverence of its sanctity ! 

Here and there touching with a golden gleam 
Book-shelf or picture-frame, or brightening up 
The nosegay set with daily care (love’s own) 

Upon the study table- Dallying there 
Among the books and papers, and with beam 
Of softest radiance, starring like a glory 
The old man’s high bald head and noble brow— 
There still I found him, busy with his pen, 

(Oh, pen of varied power I found faithful ever, 
Faithful and fearless in the one great cause,) 

Or some grave tome, or lighter work of taste, 

Or that unrivalled pencil, with few strokes^ 

And sober tinting slight, that wrought effects 
Most magical—the poetry of art I 
Lovely simplicity! (true wisdom’s grace) 

That condescending to a simple child, 

Spread out before me hoards of graphic treasures; 
Smiling encouragement, as I expressed 
Delight or censure (for in full good faith 
I played the critic), and vouchsafing mild 
T* explain or vindicate; in seeming sport 
Instructing ever; and on graver themes 
Winning my heart to listen, as he taught 
' Things that pertain to life* Oh precious seed! 
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Sown early \ soon, too soon the sower's hand, 

The immediate mortal instruinent withdrawn, 

Tares of this evil world sprang thickly up, 

Choking your proToise. But the soil beneath 
(Nor rock, nor shifting sand) retained ye still, 

God's mercy willing it, until Hts hand, 

Chastening, aa fathers chasten, cleared at last 
The encumbered surface, and the grain sprang up;— 
But hath it flourished ?—hath it yet borne fruit 
Acceptable ? U Father! leave it not 
For lack of moisture yet to fall away! 

CihKOLlNE BOWLES* 


PUBLIC WORSHIP. 

Sweet is the hour of prayer, xvhen the last chime 
Is lost amid the organ's swelling strain, 

And all arise to meet their Father; pain, 

Sorrow, and want, now serve as steps to climb 
Still nearer to his throne, overarched sublime 
With mercy’s bow, where all may grace obtain* 
The Spirit of his presence drops like rain 
On thirsty land, or dew of morning prime; 

Nor vainly falls; watering his holy Word, 

It surely buds, and bears the fruits of peace, 

And joy and love. Each heart is inly awed; 

Comfort, the mourner finds; the wrong’d redress; 
Thou in thy holy habitation Lord! 

Art known the Father of the fetheriess. 

C, T* QAUNTLETT, 
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RETROSPECTION. 

Well-^-^hOdhood's Lours are passed away^ 
And other prospects round me risei 
Wiich I in future must survey 

With stronger hopes and nearer ties; 

A cowslip by the rivet's side, 

I Vc gathered ivith a childish pride ; 

The star of even was to me, 

A sight it never more will be, 

f 

And yet I grieve not—for the time 
Of young delight, though quickly gone. 
Will serve as many a hill I cliinbj 
For memory to dwell upon: 

As when the sun, though set, will leave 
A beauty which the clouds receive, 

So childhood on the growing youth, 
Reflects its happiness and truth, 

I’ve chased the painted butterfly, 

0*er many a field and woodland far, 
Apd never yet have breathed a sigh, 

In scenes where want and sorrow are. 

I Ve watched the streamlet's shallow tide, 
And slept for hours upon its side, 

The greensward was a happy scat; 

The linnet's song was always sweet. 

The future is a world unknown ; 

The past, a Imllowed track of beauty, 
OVr which the hand of time has tlirown 
No slavish fear, no toilsome duty, 

Yet if in my young hemisphere 
A doud or darkling spot appear, 

I "II wait till it is past, and then, 

Smile in the sunny beams again, anon. 


LtiDfeOflj tor ind SmiktlwMi, Itj Iaijv, roivrjtfittcr-llu 
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by THE LATE REV. H. GAUNTLETT, 
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WITH A MEMOIR OF THE AUTHOIt. 
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maaoer that attest* her sound letitie, gpod table, and sccipUinil 
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Sermons, which Mr, QaiU]ti)ett was carrying through the 
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THB CHURCH CATRCHISM'EXPLAINED 

and proved prom scripture, 

1 

EY c, T. gauntli;3:t. 

CAothrl^ 

Wfl hate see^ diahy of iMb ^oompr^enil^a Saifm 
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